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EDITOR S NOTE 

A few months ago, we were witness to 
what could have been the greatest 
irony in the history of Philippine 
democracy: PNoy - the son and heir of the 
symbol of Philippine democracy to the world 
— signed into law Republic Act 10175, also 
known as the Cybercrime Prevention Bill. This 
was just a few days before the anniversary 
of the declaration of the Martial Law in the 
country. The Cybercrime Law, which was 
supposed to be the answer to stop cyber¬ 
prostitution, child pornography and cyber- 
bullying, aroused a massive public outcry for 
becoming a two-faced monster that would 
throttle the people's right to freedom of 
speech. 

The law also became a challenge to a 
Supreme Court that had faced the ordeal 
of an impeachment of a Chief Justice and 
was still treading lightly in the steps of a 
newly-appointed one - an Associate Justice 
who was not even within range of the 
presidential radar and a maverick among the 
robed ones of Justice's Hall. The people held 
their breath and were kept in suspense as the 
hearing on the petitions to stop the law was 
postponed for a week. 

But victory came when, as of this writing, 
news of a unanimously-decided temporary 
restraining order was issued, putting a halt 
to the enforcement of the Cybercrime Law. 

I'm so glad that the government came to it 
senses less than a month after its executive 
seemed to have temporarily gone berserk. 

To live in a democracy is not necessary 
living a free life. Just like any other forms 
of government, there are rules. But a man 
living in democracy without a voice is worse 
than living the life of a mute. It is the very 
essence of this society where we all live in at 
this moment. How could the President have 
forgotten that? 

Apologies and a mea culpa . You, dear 
Readers, are not used to this side of me. But 
this is what PLAYBOY is all about. We love 
the ladies but we love our kinds of freedom 
just a bit more. The freedom to choose what 
we want. The freedom to say what we want 
to say. And the freedom to do what we want 
to do. And these very variations of freedoms 
made you, PLAYBOY, who you are now. To 
give you more insights, here is an editorial by 
our founder Hugh Hefner, (please see right 
side of the page) 

And before I end this piece, let me 
welcome you to our Playmates issue with 
our very own Playmate of the Year 2011 on 
the cover, the lovely Sky Aisuru. This is an 
ode to the ladies of the world including the 
ladies of the ultimate PLAYBOY, James Bond, 
whose celebrating its 50th anniversary this 
year. 




I n 1995 Indiana police 
arrested Charles Cotner 
and charged him with an 
"abominable and detestable 
crime against nature." 

His offense? Consensual anal sex 
with his wife. He faced 14 years in 
prison. When I first learned about 
Cotner's case—his attorney wrote to 
PLAYBOY to seek our assistance—I 
was appalled. His wife, who signed 
the complaint after the couple had 
argued, changed her mind and asked 
to have the charges dropped. But 
the judge refused, and Cotner served 
nearly three years in prison before 
the Playboy Foundation was able to 
free him. 

While working to strike down 
absurd sex laws like the one that 
landed Cotner behind bars, I learned 
a lot about the people who want to 
control what goes on in American 
bedrooms. Those who oppose us have 
always had one thing in common: 
They are on a crusade to eliminate 
sex not intended for the purpose of 
procreation. 

You might think this story has 
nothing to do with you or your life 
in America in 2012. But sadly you 
would be wrong. The forces that put 
Charles Cotner in jail are the same 
forces at work right now. If you want 
a perfect example, take a look at the 
controversy that continues to dog 
the rights of gay men and women to 
marry. The fight for gay marriage is, 
in reality, a fight for all of our rights. 
Without it, we will turn back the 
sexual revolution and return to an 
earlier, puritanical time. 

I remember that time. When I 
wrote The Playboy Philosophy in the 
early 1960's, both oral and anal sex 
were illegal in 49 of the 50 states. In 
10 of those states, sodomy—which 
was variously defined but could, in 
some states, include oral sex—carried 
a maximum sentence of 20 years. 
Citizens in Connecticut who engaged 
in oral sex faced 30 years in prison— 
60 years for people who lived in 
North Carolina. In Nevada it could 
mean life behind bars. It was a time 
when 37 states outlawed sex between 
unmarried people and 45 criminalized 
adultery. Two states even banned 
heavy petting. 

This is the oppressive world some 
would have us return to. These 
moralists say that if sex doesn't beget 


children, it's sin. Your sex life, your 
privacy rights and the rights of men and 
women everywhere are casualties of this 
belief. In Arizona, under a proposed bill 
women who hoped to have their health 
insurer cover birth control would have 
been forced to provide their employer 
with proof they were taking the pill 
for a medical condition—not just for 
the purpose of avoiding pregnancy. A 
new Kansas law allows a pharmacist to 
refuse to sell someone contraception 
on the grounds that such a sale could 
violate the pharmacist's religious 
beliefs. Similar laws already exist in 
Arkansas, Georgia, Mississippi and 
South Dakota. Law makers in Michigan 
are pushing on of the most restrictive 
anti-abortion bills in decades, while in 
Texas and Pennsylvania people continue 
to demand the defunding of Planned 
Parenthood centers, which provide 
health care to countless women. Across 
America these conservatives continue 
to assault the rights of gays, whether 
by denying them the right to marry 
or, as in Kansas, by attempting to 
empower landlords, business owners 
and employers to discriminate against 
gays or religious grounds. And earlier 
this year, when a Republican legislator 
in Virginia told CNN "sodomy is not a 
civil right," I thought of Charles Cotner 
and wondered how much time we have 
left before we lose all the advances of 
the sexual revolution. 

Nearly 50 years ago in the pages of 
this magazine I warned that "when 
religion rather than reason dictates 
legislation, do not expect logic with 
your law." Today, in every instance 
of sexual rights falling under attack, 
you'll find legislation forced into place 
by people who practice discrimination 
disguised as religious freedom. Their 
goal is to dehumanized everyone's 
sexuality and reduce us to using sex for 
the sole purpose of perpetuating of 
species. To that end, they will criminalize 
your entire sex life. 

This is a religious nation, but it is also 
a secular one. For decades the American 
people have found a way to balance 
religious beliefs with secular freedoms. 
We have enjoyed freedom of religion 
as well as freedom from religion. These 
need not to be incompatible. No one 
should have to subjugate their religious 
freedom, and no one should have their 
personal freedoms infringed. This is 
America and we must protect the rights 
of all Americans. 



V CONTENTS 

OCTOBER-NOVEMBER 2012 


How to 


TALK 

About 

BOOKS 

You Haven’t 

READ 

PIER HE B&YAlt D 



DEPARTMENTS 

EDITOR’S NOTE 

01 

PLAYBILL 

08 

DEAR PLAYBOY 

03 

PLAYLIST 

09 

PLAYBOY ADVISOR 

05 

PLAYBOY PARTY JOKES 

61 

PLAYBOY NEWS 

102 

PLAYBOY RECALL 

104 


FORUM 


THE GO-GROW-GLOW OF 16 

MALNUTRITION IN THE PHILIPPINES 
BY LOUIE BENEDICT IGNACIO 

The fight against malnutrition in the Philippines still has 
a long road to travel. The digits of cases of malnutrition 
are still far from the ideal target set by international and 
national health organizations. Louie Benedict Ignacio 
writes about the long-running national issue and about 
the initiatives coming from private and non-government 
organization to fight malnutrition. 


FEATURE 


SEX, DRUGS AND VIDEO GAMES 40 

BY DAVID KUSHNER 

The godfather of the multi-billion dollar gaming industry, 
a man who launched Silicon Valley with a beer in his hand 
and a pipe in his teeth aims to reinvent himself all over 
again. David Kushner writes about the rise, the fall, and 
redemption of the original Zuckerberg whiz kid. 



Alanis (Vlorissette 

hkgvoc and bright lights 


PLAYMATE OF THE YEAR 7 8 

PHILIPPINE GALA 

We have ourselves a full list of the lovelies, and your 
experience about to become unforgettably fulfilling as we 
bring to the Philippines these carefully chosen ladies from 
all over the world. 


FICTION 


NOBODY MOVE 87 

BY DENIS JOHNSON 

In this first of four installments of a gritty modern noir by 
Tree of Smoke author, Denis Johnson, a barbershop-chorus 
singer up to his neck in debt desperately dodges his bookie's 
collector. While on the lam, the harmonizer connects with a 
sexy fractured goddess who knows a move or two herself. 


PLAYBOY INTERVIEW 


IAN FLEMING AND 50 YEARS 54 

OF JAMES BOND 

As the film franchise turns gold, we celebrate this cultural 
dynamism by giving you the PLAYBOY Interviews of the 
men who brought to life this literary legend. 

MAN OF THE MONTH: JOHN LANGFORD 24 

Meet one of the leaders who helped market the Philippines 
as an outsource mecca and learn why he steadily promotes 
the Philippines as an offshore asset. John Langford, 

Chief Executive Consultant of Philippine Outsourcing and 
Offshore Consultancy Group, is PLAYBOY Philippines' Man 
of the Month for October. 


20Q —ANDY SAMBERG 74 

BY ERIC SPITZNAGEL 


SNL's latest transplant to the big screen defends his 
haircut, talks about his hippie parents, comes clean 
about his friendship with Justin Timberlake and explains 
why assembling Ikea furniture can be sexy. 



PLAYBOY 2012 / OCTOBER - NOVEMBER 2 




































ALL OUT 

Dear Playboy, 

Wow! That's all I can say after seeing the cover of 
Mocha and of course, the surprise on the inside! I 
never thought a Filipina can actually do it and just 
really show everything for the PLAYBOY readers in the 
Philippines. Big ups to the team! 

Mocha fan, Via e-mail 

Mocha and PLAYBOY both love to push the envelope 
so this match was pretty perfect. Thank you for your 
comments and we're glad that you loved the issue. 

PANGITRUCK 

Dear Playboy, 

I really enjoyed your 20Q with my idol Chito Miranda. 

I usually see international people in your 20 Q and 
having a local artist now is a breath of fresh air for 
someone like me who is a very proud Pinoy. When will 
you have a local interview? I can't wait. 

Sam Jatico, Via e-mail 

It's not the first time we've featured a Filipino on our 
20Q section. We've done so many times in the past. It 
just seemed like a good time to bring it back. Expect to 
have more 20Qs with local subjects. That's something 
we'd love to bring back. 

THE EVER FEISTY 

Dear Playboy, 

I went to Iwa Moto's autograph signing in Sta. Lucia 
Mall and I enjoyed the Playmates who danced there! 
They were stunning! Hope I can get their names and 
their search addresses on Facebook. Thanks! 

Andy, Via e-mail 

We're glad to hear you had fun at our event. The list 
of Playmates is on www.plaboyph.com. They also try 
to cook up something nice and interesting every day 
on our Facebook page. Get their profile links through 
their Frisky Friday photos or from daily posts on www. 
facebook.com/PBPhilippines. 

TRYING OUR REST 

Dear Playboy, 

I love your recent music issue. PLAYBOY Philippines has 
really gone a long way. Since your issue with Amber 


Davis on the cover, you guys have been consistently 
promoting Filipino artists and I'm very glad about that. 
You guys are not "trying hard". Thank you for bringing 
in PLAYBOY in Manila. Can't wait for your upcoming 
issues! 

Andre Gomez, Via e-mail 

We believe that a lot of our local artists deserve 
attention and that's one of the reasons why we have 
events like Rock the Rabbit and it's also the reason why 
we have a music issue every year. 

HUNGER GAMES 

Dear Playboy, 

How come it's so easy for Playboy to be out of stock 
in 711 stores? I've been to three branches already and 
they say sold out. Hope you can produce more so I 
don't have to go around town for it! 

Chisostomo Villarosa, Via e-mail 

Our best advice is to make friends with one of the 
people in your local 7-Eleven so they can reserve a 
copy for you. Aside from that, you should just keep on 
searching because our issues do sell out pretty quickly. 
Eiappy hunting. 

JESI LOVE 

Dear Playboy, 

Hi! I would like to know how to join the Asian Beauty 
feature, please? I saw that some of my friends are 
becoming one and I would like to become one too. 

Jesi Love Tabalingcos, Via Facebook 

You should contact 726-9457 to find out more details 
about how to join. Hope to see you in one of our 
future spreads. 

PLAYMATE UF THE YEAR 

Dear Playboy, 

Is it true that there will be an international competition 
for Playmates that will be held here in the Philippines? 
Do we have a candidate? 

Maykhis Spaulding, Via Facebook 

Yes, it's true! Keep on reading PLAYBOY and keep 
checking our social networking sites to find out more! 
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The multi-tasking Jaclyn Swedberg has been involved 
with four different shows on PLAYBOY TV, including 
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Why do Ikeep on dating wrong men? I think I have 
read a couple of dating book guides and I still 
don't get the right man for me. Could there be 
something wrong with me? 

Dania 
Via e-mail 

What exactly do you mean by the wrong 
men? What could be wrong for one person 
might be the right one for another so I'm not 
exactly sure about what you really need unless 
you provide some details. This is a common 
complaint by many people and it doesn't really 
have a simple answer. One way to answer 
this is to be clear with what you really want 
from a man. If you understand what you really 
want from a man, you'll have a better idea 
whether or not someone is right for you. Also, 
learn how to say "no" when you know that 
the person isn't right for you. This is actually a 
difficult task for both women and men. 

I don't know what to think. Me and my girl started 
dating and of course, fucking when we were in 
college. She was 17 and I was 18. Lucky enough, 
she was a virgin. Like any other guy, it was my 
dream to de-virginize someone, and I'm glad that 
up to now, that girl is still my woman. We've been 
seeing each other for seven years now and oddly, 
just two months ago, I started to smell something 
unfamiliar from her - down there. Does that mean 
she's done it with someone else? I'm getting really 
paranoid. What should I do? 

Stanley 
Via e-mail 

It seems like you have been going out with her 
for quite some time because you even know 
how she smells like. I'm not really sure if you 
can tell if someone else has been there just 
from the smell. Both of you guys are getting 
older so there could be physiological changes 
happening with the both of you that you 
aren't aware of it. A change in diet could also 
do something to that change. Unless you have 
other signs of her disloyalty though, it's best 
not to jump the gun. 

I have a celebrity crush. And I haven't had a crush 
for anyone for this long and this much. Should I 
tweet her? I don't want her to think that I'm jacking 
off to her. You know how celebrities are and how 


creepy they think of their fans. Haha. 

I need a serious move! 

Charley 
Via e-mail 

Go ahead and tweet her. I'm not sure about 
how much that will do though since she 
probably gets a lot of tweets every day. 

You should look into your obsession though 
because this letter actually does sound creepy. 

I'm half French, half Filipino and I guess I got my 
father's thighs, they're pretty huge and my behind 
too. I find it hard to look for pants. Skinny won't fit 
me, but, I don't want to go for baggy, I'm not that 
type. Any tips? 

Sander 
Via e-mail 

Don't force yourself into a pair of skinny jeans 
if you're not physiologically built for them. 
Skinny and baggy aren't the only two cuts of 
jeans however. There are a number of other 
cuts you can choose from. Go to your nearest 
denim shop and try on the different cuts that 
they have. You'll probably find something that 
fits that doesn't make you look like a refugee 
from a late '90s rap video. 

What do I do with a boss who doesn't like me? I've 
been a new employee for six months and I think 
I've proven him well enough that I'm good as his 
assistant. I come 30 minutes before work starts 
and always do over time. But he still talks to me 
differently compared to my colleagues. I'm starting 
to think it's way too personal. Should I quit? 

Ravi el 
Via e-mail 

The best way to do it is to confront the issue. 

It looks like you're already sick and tired of 
what your boss is doing so asking him directly 
why he treats you that way may be the best 
way to go about things. There may be other 
reasons why he's stricter with you than the 
other employees though. Some bosses are 
stricter when they see potential. Approach him 
directly but calmly. At the worst f you'll find 
out that he irrationally hates you and you can 
be sure about whether you should leave the 
company or not. 
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V RAW DATA 

SIGNIFICA, INSIGNIFICA, STATS AND FACTS 



Depression is the most common cause of 
disability in women, and approximately 25% of 
all women will experience severe depression at 
some point in their lives. 



The English word “girl” was initially used to describe 
a young person of either sex. It was not until the 
beginning of the 16th century that the term was 
used specifically to describe a female child. 



2700 B.C. 


The earliest 

recorded 

female 

physician was 
Merit Ptah, a 
doctor in 
ancient Egypt 
who lived 
around 2700 
B.C. Many 
historians 
believe she is 
the first woman 
recorded by 
name in the 
history of all of 
the sciences. 



The world’s first novel, The Tale of Genji, was published in 
Japan around A.D. 1000 by female author Murasaki 
Shikibu. 



1893 


The first country to 
grant women the right 
to vote in the modem 
era was New Zealand in 
1893. 


About 14 million adolescent 
girls become pregnant each 
year, with over 90% of those 
girls living in developing 
countries. 


The average height of a woman in the 
U.S. is approximately 5 feet 4 inches, 
and the average weight is about 163 
pounds. These figures vary greatly 
throughout the world, due to 
differences in nutrition and prenatal 
care. 


/ * . 


Worldwide, women are nearly twice as 
likely to be blind or visually impaired as 
men. Experts attribute this difference to 
the greater longevity of women (leading to 
more age-related visual impairment) and 
specific eye diseases that are intrinsically 
more common in women such as dry eye 
syndrome and Fuch’s Dystrophy. 


Each day 1,600 women die 
as result of pregnancy or 
childbirth complications. 

Nearly 99% of these deaths 
occur in developing 
nations. 

1ST 

WOMAN 

The first woman to rule a country 
as an elected leader in the 
modern era was Sirimavo 
Bandaranaike of Sri Lanka, 
was elected as prime minis 
the island nation in 1960 and 
later re-elected in 1970. 


1,600 
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WINN RAM' 


(1) Winn Ramos took a leap of faith and left his 
12-year banking career in 2009 to pursue a diploma 
course at the Australian College of Hair and Make-up. 
Having been fascinated with beauty and fashion since 
he was a little kid, he knew that he needed to make 
the decision of his life when he reached a crossroad 


in his corporate career. He takes pride on having a 
supportive family and friends who gave him endless 
words of encouragement. After graduation, Winn has 
not stopped cultivating his skills as projects steadily 
came pouring in. He intends to keep this passion 
alive and visible as long as opportunities to perfect 
his talent come his way. (2) Marcel Escaler, the 
athletic fighter got honed early on rugby and running 
that adding Mixed Martial Arts to his workout scheme 
wasn’t long in coming when an MMA gym opened 
up near his apartment. Two years into his training, 
he began competing in amateur tournaments before 
his first professional fight in 2010. He has also been 
travelling back and forth to Thailand in the last five 
years and living in a gym for weeks to train for Muay 
Thai. He eventually taught Muay Thai classes at the 
Boston Tapout MMA Training facility. He hopes to 
professionally fight soon, and compete in matches 
next year. Marcel was born in Manila, raised in Hong 
Kong, and currently lives in Boston. Never a stranger 
to his roots, he usually comes home to Manila for 
the holidays. (3) Red Sebastian uses his timid 
personality for stealth to capture candid portraits 
of his subjects. A photographer for the past six 
years, he specializes in portraiture and weddings. 

He also loves to listen to R&B on drives to location 
shoots. (4) Emmanuel G. Concepcion. Although 
Emman finished a course on Hotel and Restaurant 
Management, he instead chose to pursue his 
enthusiasm for style and fashion through make-up. 
His steady celebrity clientele bears out his diligence 
along with his never-ending pursuit to being an expert 
in his work. (5) Tim Torres does not have qualms 
about being called a hipster — only if you do it in 
the right context. Indulge her on what you have to 
say about the confounded hipster and she will listen. 
The proactive hyperactive delights in aphorisms as 
much as she tries to create poetry of her own. She 
is currently attempting to strike a balance by juggling 
her time between pursuing her career and personal 
passions with her current fling in photography and 
writing. We should seriously get her to cut on coffee. 
(6) Joven Purganan is currently a human resources 
practitioner focusing on recruitment, training, and 
organizational development. He has been a medical 
representative, a guidance counselor, a call center 
agent, a professor, and a varsity coach. While he is 
always the willing learner and the sharing teacher, he 
still tries to connect with friends online in his spare 
time. He is settled in Manila but permanently lives 
at Alaminos City, Pangasinan. He will always long for 
the picturesque One Hundred Islands that remain 
unmoved. 


PLAYBILL 




















ISSUE NO.47 


GADGETS.LIFESTYLE.MOVIES.MUSIC.BOOKS.ART 


THE PLAYLIST OFFERS 
WHAT EVERY PLAYBOY 
READER WANTS 
—RELEVANT REVIEWS 
AND INFORMATIVE 
LIFESTYLE NEWS. YOU, 
AS A PLAYBOY READER, 
NEED TO KNOW STUFF. 
AND WE ARE HERE TO 
GIVE YOU WHAT YOU 







¥ PLAY--- ■ 


ISSUE NO.47 


GADGETS 



MOTOROLA RAZRI_ 01 


INTEL JOHNS THE MOBILE SCENE PARTNERED 
WITH NO LESS THAN THE COMPANY THAT 
INTRODUCED THE MOBILE PHONE. 

The Motorola Razr I is styled with a brawny wedge- 
shaped aluminum frame and Kevlar back for a 
sturdy body. Its 4.3 inch ALMOLED Advance display 
delivers clear and crisp images and its 122.5 x 60.9 x 
8.3 mm dimensions render altogether a sleek fit on 
your palm. Boasting of Intel inside, it packs a 2GHz 
single-core processor - a first for a mobile phone. 
With an Android 4.0.4 ICS, powered by a back up 
of 1GB of RAM, it loads up mobile web pages in a 
breeze. Quick and elegantly poised, the burst mode 
of its 8-megapixel camera captures 10 images in one 
second. {Raphael Soriano) 


NOKIA LUMIA920 


IT COULD VERY WELL BE TH E PHONE THAT 
MIGHT PUT NOKIA BACK ON THE MAP AS ONE 
OF THE TOP MOBILE PHONE MANUFACTURERS- 

Nokia Lumia 920 is Nokia's current flagship 
smartphone. Powered by Windows Phone 8, it is 
equipped with a Car! Zeiss lens and an 8,7 Megapixel 
Pureview camera that allows one to capture virtually 
blur-free, high definition images even in low lighting 
conditions, thanks to its Optical image stabilisation. It 
supports semi-wireless charging and comes with a 32 
GB internal storage. With Nokia's SkyDrive, all your 
photos, music and files can be accessed from one 
place. The Lumia 920 is available in models with an 
enticing assortment of colors, (ft5.) 


POLAROID SX-70 


AS A CLEARLY VINTAGE PIECE ON YOUR DESK, 
THE POLAROID SX-70 WOULD EASILY TURN 
HEADS. That it actually works like the legendary first 
SLR in 1972 when it made your parents bowl over is 
something else. The foldable Polaroid is restored and 
distributed in a limited edition by photojojo, with a 
promise that the camera film will be from their stock 
as well. This sleek camera is fully functional with a 
116mm, f8 - f22 aperture lens, including a manual 
focus of 10" to infinity. Shutter speeds vary from 
1/1 75th to 10+ seconds (R.S.) 


ASUS VIVO TAB 


THIS PLUM-COLORED HYBRID RUNS THE FULL 
VERSION OF MICROSOFT'S TOUCH ENABLED 
WINDOWS 8 OPERATING SYSTEM. 

It is built around the concept of work and play by 
delivering a notebook and tablet experience through 
the combination of a high resolution multi-touch 
display and a detachable keyboard that transforms 
it into a laptop. Armed with an 8 megapixel rear 
camera, it captures stunning images and runs on 
the next generation Intel Atom processor. It is 
unquestionably a perfect combination of intelligence 
and creativity. (R.S.) 


P HOTO SO URCES: ww w. moto rola.com, www.nokia.com, www. p hotojojo om/store, www.asus.com 
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SUN POCKET 


CARDSHARP 


SUNGLASSES OF THIS QUIRKY 
FOLDABLE DESIGN NEED NOT 
OOK TACKY AND BORING 


Sun Pocket incorporates reliable 
function and thoughtful design 
in a stylish every day accessory. 
The compact and brawny pair 
may be lugged anywhere, worn 
or flung to the dashboard like a 
badass skier, or backpacker. ( R.S .) 


IT'S A POLYPROPYLENE KNIFE 
CRAFTED TO THE SIZE OF 
A CREDIT CARD MAKING IT 
A POCKET KNIFE IN A FULL 
SENSE OF THE WORD 


The light 
ultra-thin card ingeniously folds 
to be transformed into an even 
sleeker knife—a clever design 
sure to strike a conversation. 
Impress the serious toy 
enthusiasts. (RS.) 



AERO PAD 


While North Face may 
be known for their well-built and 
heavy-duty backpacks, they do 
know how to play their winning 
design up a notch to be never 
boring. The Purple Label bags 
still has the trappings of their 
signature look and craftsmanship 
but comes with textured ethnic- 
inspired prints. These will go well 
with your weekenders, in or out 
of town. (R.S.) 


IF YOU ARE UP TO A LITTLE 
LUXURY FOR A DOCKING 
STATION FOR YOUR IPO 
IPHONE, OR IPAI 


one that 
is streamlined enough to fit an 
uncluttered modern space, then 
the Aero Pad should fit your 
requirements. Its face may be 
changed into black, chrome, or 
bamboo depending on your style 
mood. The design find is giving 
as it boasts of a 30pin docking 
port auxiliary input slot for a 
3.5mm jack, 4-speaker sound 
output system, where each 
unit has 30W RMS each, along 
with a subwoofer of 80W RMS. 
Integrate other devices goes easy 
as there is a USB port which can 
take in WMA, AIFF, WAVE, & 

MP3 input. (R.S.) 



PHOTO SOURCES: www.sunpocketoriginal.com, www.iainsinclair com, www.thenorthfacc 
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ART 


Secret Fresh once again presents another rousing 
exhibit. At Gallery A Bjorn Calleja's Bubble 
Gum Stories showcases portraits whose faces fill 
up each canvas as though popping out of the edges 
with their slurry and leery expressions, all fleshly 
mocking the fly-like life cycles of paintings mounted 
for an exhibit. He also considers such paintings as 
"bubble gum stories, stuck on walls to be chewed 
on and then after becomes tasteless and tacky," 
losing flavor, until they're replaced, having had their 
"15 minutes of fame". 
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SPOTLIGHT 


TOP PICKS 


IT SHOULD BE EASY 

Alanis Morissette 

"GUARDIAN”, HER 

havoc and bright lights first single off the 

ALBUM, RESONATES 
WITH GROWTH AND 
DEVELOPMENT. You may 

be your to compare 
her eighth album with 
the savage "Jagged Little 
Pill" of your dissenting 
adolescence. While it has 
been making the rounds 
on the radio, the soft rock 
anthem is much appreciated 
without Morissette's back 
story. Twenty years after 
she stormed the world 
with trippy styling and 
brashly insightful lyrics, 
Alanis Morissette yet again 
serves up confessional pop 
music with the comfort 
of her familiarity and 
even stronger with her 
lyrical prowess. The album 
anyhow speaks more of 
ubiquitous enlightenment 
minus the starkly meditative 
and what havoc suggests, 
or expected. She has a 

message for people who rally fame and fortune with "Celebrity", and begs for introspection from clashing 
opinions with "Lens". "Til You" is a dreamy surprise, along with the catchy "Spiral' and the piano dips of 
"Empathy". More than being back at the top of her game, Alanis Morissette steadily serves this oeuvre 
gilt with genuine sincerity. (Raphael Soriano) 


ON LOOP 



IS YOUR LOVE BIG ENOUGH? 

LIANNE LA HAVAS 

HER VOICE GETS EASILY PITTED WITH SOUL 
CONTEMPORARIES, BUT THE MUSIC OF LIANNE LA 
HAVAS IS NOT A SWEET ANGEL 

The unique depth of her vocal quality hovers and hooks with the femininity 
and sensuality of her songs. She opens with indulgent mood and ends 
with sultry and headily fierce. The 23-year old British sensation spent two 
years to hone her song-writing skills before her full-length album was 
unraveled. With last year's EP, and a performance on Later with Jools 
Holland got her the attention of no less than indie exemplar Bon Iver, 
and went to be a support act on his tour. The moods of the songs 
on Is Your Love Big Enough range from the indulgent and consuming 
"Lost and Found" to the catchy confessional and autobiographical "No 
Room for Doubt". Lianne La Havas' debut album, with her voice that 
waxes mystery and spot-on guitar strums could only promise an honest 
maturity. (R.S.) 



JUST TELL ME THAT YOU WANT ME: A TRIBUTE 
TO FLEETWOOD MAC, VARIOUS ARTISTS 

THE DIVERSE BODY OF WORK OF FLEETWOOD MAC AND 
ITS CREATIVE INSPIRATION HAS BEEN PROVEN TIMELESS 
SO A TRIBUTE TO MUSIC ROYALTY IS JUST APPROPRIATE. 

Tribute albums may be risky as the pristine intention of the original music 
may be tarnished, but this project by music supervisor Randall Poster 
(I'm Not There OST) deserves consideration. Various artists take on 17 
songs from Fleetwood Mac's broad collection and deliver with emotional 
clarity and seamless craft. Lee Ranaldo (Sonic Youth) with J Mascis opens 
with an instrumental "Albatross", an arresting arrangement that sets the 
mood for reverence. Among the noteworthy tracks are those of Antony's 
(Antony and the Johnsons) soft and consoling rendition of "Landslide", 
and a "Silver Springs" bathed with reverb and the ethereal voice of Lykke 
Li to form a flashback of the drama that was Fleetwood Mac. The band 
Washed Out experiments with electronic and synth beats for the disco 
"Straight Back" rework while MGMT layers psychedelic vocals for their 
take on "Future Games". (R.S.) 



LINDA MCCARTNEY: LIFE IN 
PHOTOGRAPHS 


A private pass 
to an exclusive 
Rolling Stones 
event was all 
that it took 
to jumpstart 
Linda 

McCartney's 
(nee Eastman) 
photography 
career. 


BY ANNIE LIEBOVITZ 

Her unique photos of The Beatles on a yacht cruise 
sublimely etched her name in rock and roll photography. 
The product of her quiet venture eventually made her 
the first female photographer to have her work featured 
on the cover of Rolling Stone. This collector's edition 
features a digest of photographs, handpicked out of 
an archive of over 200,000 images. It features amazing 
prints of her early portraits of notable musicians, 
candid family pictures and stills of some of the icons 
that defined the music of the decades. As her entire 
life is illustrated with an obscured memoir through 
photographs, the book serves as a befitting tribute to 
her artistic talent. (Fatima Torres) 


How to 


TALK 


About 


BOOKS 

You Haven’t 

READ 


Pierre Bayard, 
a French 
literature 
professor 
confesses to 
not having the 
inclination or 
the time to 
do as much 
reading as he 
supposedly 
should. 


HOW TO TALK ABOUT BOOKS 
YOU HAVEN’T READ 


BY PIERRE BAYARD 

He argues that the measure of civility, in part, is the 
commitment to keep abreast with important literary 
works. With the great number of books published each 
year, and the ongoing competition between that and 
the demands of our daily lives, playing catch up is almost 
impossible. This French bestseller hailed as "a survivor's 
guide to life in the chattering classes" aims to provide 
a curious solution. The book's author, who has drawn 
worldwide attention, maintains that it is more important 
to know a book's role in our collective library than be 
absorbed by its details. How to Talk About Books You 
Haven't Read is a witty, thought-provoking and a fresh 
take on how we read and understand books. (FT.) 


E 
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MOVIES/DVD 


NEXT ATTRACTIONS 



»> HERE COMES THE BOOM 

YOU KNOW MIXED MARTIAL ARTS CMMA) HAS REALLY 
GONE MAINSTREAM WHEN THERE’S ALREADY A 
HOLLYWOOD FILM ABOUT IT. 

In "Here Comes the Boom," comedian Kevin James 
(Zookeeper) is biology teacher Scott Voss, who trains 
to become an MMA fighter in order to raise money 
for his high school. This idea came after the principal 
announced that extra-curricular activities will be 
canceled due to a budget cut. With the guidance of 
his pal, MMA legend Bas Rutten (who plays himself), 
Voss worked his way into the MMA circuit, getting 
beat up while slowly getting his groove back as a 
former collegiate wrestler. The plot's good enough 
for an inspiring action-drama but this is a comic flick, 
so expect a lot of slapstick comedy and wisecracks 
from James, who reportedly lost 80 lbs, for this role, 
Salma Hayek co-stars in this film, which also features 
Ultimate Fighting Championship commentator Joe 
Rogan, and our very own Charice Rempengco. (CB ) 




SKYFALL HAS DANIEL CRAIG 
RELINQUISHING THE ROLE OF 
OUR FAVORITE SPY,AGENT 007. 
JAMES BOND IS PRESUMED DEAD 
AFTER A MISSION IN ISTANBUL 
WENT AWRY. 

He argues that the measure of civility, in 
part, is the commitment to keep abreast 
with important literary works. With the 
great number of books published each year, 
and the ongoing competition between that 
and the demands of our daily lives, playing 
catch up is almost impossible. This French 
bestseller hailed as "a survivor's guide to life 
in the chattering classes" aims to provide a 
curious solution. The book's author, who has 
drawn worldwide attention, maintains that 
it is more important to know a book's role 
in our collective library than be absorbed 
by its details. How to Talk About Books You 
Haven't Read is a witty, thought-provoking 
and a fresh take on how we read and 
understand books. (Fatima Torres) 



»> Killing them Softly 

KILLING THEM SOFTLY IS A BLOODY, FUNNY AND CYNICAL 
CRIME DRAMA BASED ON GEORGE V. HIGGINS 1974 
NOVEL, COGAH'S TRADE. 

It centers on a robbery that is committed against 
the mob in a high stakes poker game. To sort up the 
mess, Jackie Cogan (Brad Pitt), a professional enforcer 
gets brought in. True to the style of gangster flicks, 
Killing Them Softly's basic premise is based on three 
fundamental elements: money, vendetta and death. 
This is more than your ordinary gangster movie 
anyhow as the film paints a vivid picture of a self- 
governing underground economy of administrators, 
killers and druggies against a very defining era in 
the US economy as backdrop. With Andrew Dominik, 
whose last film was the critically acclaimed The 
Assassination Of Jesse James By The Coward Robert 
Ford, pulling the directorial reins, plus a stellar cast 
comprised of Richard Jenkins, James Gandolfini, 

Ray Liotta, Scoot MciMairy Ben Mendelsohn, Sam 
Shepard and Vincent Curatola, you are in for raw and 
ingenious storytelling, (FT.) 


DVD/BLu-Ray 



Mission 

Impossible: 

Ghost 

Protocol 



PEARL 
JAM 20 


Ethan Hunt, alter being extracted from a Moscow 
risen by key members of the Impossible Mission 
orce, sets out on a hurdle to infiltrate secret Moscow 
Kremlin archives in an attempt to track down Cobalt. 

The mission is triggered as IMF agent (Josh: Holloway} dies 
while attempting to snatch what seems to be a highly 
important briefcase. The briefcase contains Russian nudear 
launch codes which Kurt Hendricks aka Cobalt {Michael 
Nyqvist), the psychopathic nuclear strategist, eventually 
got a hold of. Hendricks destroys the Kremlin while Hunt 
and his team take the blame for the incident. Ethan Hunt 
teams up with Agent Jane Carter (Paula Patton); the 
tech whiz Benji Dunn (Simon Pegg), and the high-strung 
intelligence analyst William Brandt (Jeremy Renner); to 
complete the rogue team that goes off the grid to clear 
their organization's name and consequently save the 
world. Besides Tom Cruise dangling off the world's tallest 
building, the movie is to be lauded with its new director. 
Brad Bird who became famous for a number of memorable 
animated Pixar movies. The noteworthy performance of 
Jeremy Renner cements him as an action movie marvel. If 
is another sure nod and a pleased "mission accomplished" 
for Mission Impossible; Ghost Protocol. (F.T.) 


There are many great rock bands in the 
nineti es, but only a few of them can boast 
of longevity Like Pearl Jam. 

The grunge act from Seattle, Washington, 
known for timeless hits such as "Daughter," 
"Jeremy," and "Black," has remained active 
in the music scene for already 22 years But 
what makes the band more special is that it 
still has its original line-up of Eddie Vedder on 
vocals. Stone Gossard and Mike McCready on 
guitars, and Jeff Ament on bass. Even their 
drummer. Malt Cameron, is an old-timer. 
He has been with them since 1998. In the 
documentary "Pearl Jam 20," writer-director 
Cameron Crowe {Jerry Maguire) let us into 
Pearl Jam's rise to stardom and through the 
chaos that the band went through in order to 
stay relevant in the industry. Fans will enjoy 
the nevenbefore-seen footage in the film and 
appreciate it even more how the band has 
never given up on music, and on each other. 
(Christefle Belmonte) 


PHOTO SOURCES: www.skyf all-movie.com/jite,www.boom-movie.com, www.kil!lingthemsoftlymovie.coin r www.amazoo.com 

























“Can I interest you in a game of checkers 
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HAVE YOU EVER HAD THAT EXPERIENCE 

NOT BEING SATISFIED WITH THE FOOD YOU'VE 

ORDERED AND NOT FINISHING IT? 


I AM SURE, YOU HAVE ALSO HAVE EXPERIENCED BEING SCOLDED BY SOMEONE 

SAYING THAT THERE ARE MILLIONS OF PEOPLE DYING OF HUNGER 

AND YOU'LL JUST WASTE YOUR FOOD? 

AND I AM ALSO SURE THAT YOU ANSWERED THEM BACK, 

AT LEAST ONCE WITH “BAKIT? MABUBUSOG BA SILA KAPAGINUBOS KO ‘TONG PAGKAIN KO?” 


WE ALL HAVE, ACTUALLY, EXPERIENCED THIS. 

BUT DO WE REALLY REALIZE THE GRAVITY OF WASTED FOOD AND HOW MANY PEOPLE, 

OKAY, LET’S BE MORE SPECIFIC, 

HOW MANY CHILDREN FALL UNDER MALNUTRITION 
BECAUSE OF THE LACK OF FOOD OR NUTRITIOUS FOOD? 

LET US TAKE A LOOK AT THE GO-GROW-GLOW OF MALNUTRITION IN THE PHILIPPINES. 


WRITTEN BY LOUIE BENEDICT IGNACIO 
ILLUSTRATION BY RAVE APILADO 
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GO: THE “MEAT” OF IT ALL 

The term malnutrition, with its prefix 
mal basically means an abnormal 
nutrition; an individual either lacks 
or exceeds the proper amount of 
nutrition in the body. It could be 
because the individual lacks food 
intake or intake of nutritious food. 

It could also be because of excess 
intake of unhealthy food, or by 
eating the same kind of food over 
and over again. 

Malnutrition is most often caused 
by food insecurity. The limited 
amount or uncertain availability of 
nutritious food for consumption 
appropriate for the consumption 
as identified by the person’s age 
and need. Food insecurity also 
deals with the acceptable ways of 
acquiring food or the uncertainty to 
do so. 

The problem of malnutrition in 
the Philippines is mostly prevalent 
among poor families. This is 
because: one, they do not have 
enough resources to buy nutritious 
food and they have no choice but 
to settle with instant noodles over 
and over again, two, they don’t 
have money to buy food at all. The 
problem of malnutrition, however, is 
also present even to some rich or 
even well-to-do families. Children 
who are left unchecked by their 
parents on what they eat, whether 
they are still eating nutritious food, 
could also fall prey to malnutrition. 

According to studies conducted 
by the Food and Nutrition Research 
Institute (FNRI), almost one out of 
three Filipinos aged six to ten are 
underweight or under height for 
their age. Being underweight or 
under height appropriately for an 
individual’s age is one of the many 


signs of malnutrition, especially for 
children who should be at the right 
pace of growing up in their early 
ages. With just being too skinny for 
their age, this type of malnutrition is 
already 30% fatal for children. 

Common types of malnutrition 
problems in the Philippines include: 
Protein-Energy Malnutrition (PEM): 
lack of energy and protein-source 
food which results in growth 
retardation, Iron Deficiency Anemia 
(IDA): deficiency in Iron which 
results to shorter attention span 
and reduced ability to learn, Vitamin 
A Deficiency (VAD): lack of vitamin 
A which could result to impaired 
vision, rough dry skin, slow 
resistance to disease, poor growth, 
and Iodine Deficiency Disorders 
(IDD): lack of iodine which results 
to mental retardation, deafness or 
mute, and stunting of the limbs. 

GROW: FIGHTING 
MALNUTRITION ASA 
GROWING CONCERN, 
STILL 

I am sure you’ve heard countless 
times that breastfeeding is best 
for babies up to two years. Well, 
believe it or not, it is really the 
best for babies to help prevent 
malnutrition. Breastfeeding is 
like giving a very nutritious and 
complete meal to your children. By 
providing exclusive breastfeeding, 
meaning, a baby is receiving only 
breast milk from the mother, not 
even water or any other alternative 
to milk, the child will receive 
enough and appropriate nutrients 
for the child’s proper growth. This 
promotes good health and provides 
enough protection for the child 
from diseases. Breastfeeding is 
very economical and practical as 


well, especially for poor families 
who have no resources to afford 
artificial milk. In a country like the 
Philippines, where many perceives 
themselves as poor, breastfeeding 
is one sure way to mitigate the lack 
of nutritious food for poor people. 
But in breastfeeding, you also must 
consider the health of the mother. 
To provide enough breast milk, 
the mother should have enough 
nutritious food intake and be free 
from stress. 

Breastfeeding is seen by the 
health institutions as a viable way 
to help reduce cases of malnutrition 
in Filipino children. If mothers would 
be encouraged to breastfeed their 
children, then the kids will have 
a better nutritional foundation as 
they continue to grow up from two 
years and beyond. The government 
provides support through the local 
health clinics to the mothers by 
providing information awareness, 
vitamins for the mother to keep 
them healthy, breastfeeding centers 
and the like. Even some private 
places such as shopping malls give 
importance to breastfeeding by 
providing a space, private enough 
for mother to breastfeed their 
children at any time that they are 
inside the mall. 

The problem now is that, more 
and more mothers resolve to 
provide breast milk alternatives 
because most need to leave their 
children at home for them to work. 

GLOW: THE FRESH 
INITIATIVES TO FIGHT 
MALNUTRITION 

The fight against malnutrition in 
the Philippines still has a long 
road to travel. The digits of cases 
of malnutrition, especially among 


children, are still far from the ideal 
target set by international and 
national health organizations. That 
is why the government always 
welcomes initiatives coming from 
private and non-government 
organization to fight malnutrition 
because they know that the 
government cannot solve this 
problem alone, that it should be 
concerted effort coming from 
various sectors in the society. 

It is more like a public-private 
partnership to curb out cases of 
malnutrition in the Philippines. 
There are a number of groups who 
contribute through research. There 
are a number who do civic work 
by providing feeding programs for 
the poor, especially to children in 
schools that go through studying 
without anything in their stomach. 

IN FOR DIGESTION 

The Philippines is 75% agricultural. 
Meaning, almost 75% of what 
we produce is food or for food. 
Then why are we talking about 
malnutrition as a problem? The 
answer is very simple. One, we 
choose not to eat healthy food. 
Two, even if we want to eat 
nutritious food, we do not eat most 
of what we produce. Foreigners 
do (through export). What’s left for 
us is either the next to the best 
products, or a cheaper import of 
fertilized-filled food. So the next 
time you’ll have left over, yes, think 
of the other who have no chances 
of eating, and think of yourself too 
because that might be the last full 
meal that you can enjoy. 


o 


ooooooooooooooooo<xx>oo<xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx> WHY THE FORUM MATTERS ooooo<xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx>o 
First appearing in the US editions July 1963 issue, PLAYBOY Forum is a section that has always been about openness and interactivity, fostering an 
impassioned back-and-forth discussion with our readers. From the start, it has served as a colloquium between editors and readers on matters of freedom 
of speech and sexual rights (for more on this, see the Forum in our December 2008 issue). Today, the Forum serves as the policy nexus for the magazine, 
touching on a wide range of topics, and as a place to highlight the intersection of the PLAYBOY philosophy (also explored in our December issue) with the 
nuts and bolts of the world around us. We welcome all who wish to have their opinions on the Forum topic of the month published to send their thoughts 
to playboy@pbphil.com with the subject “FORUM.” 
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THAT ALMOST 
GOT AWAY 

“DAMN, I WISH I WAS IN HIGH SCHOOL AGAIN,” AND MIKE JUST CANT HELP BUT 
BE STUNNED BY THE BUSTY BRUNETTE THAT MADE A FOOL OUT OF THE WHOLE 
APRIL SUMMER HEAT BY BEING JUST TOO HOT TO HANDLE. 





At 5'5", this 22-year old sensation can really take you off your seat 
with her 34-25-35 body measurements. This 106 pounder is pound for 
pound hot meat. Now, that makes me really hungry for more. No wonder, 
every guy who has seen the cover of April 2011 just can't get enough of 
her. 

It is no wonder that a lot of men really fall for her. What with her 
innocent charms, Barbie-like figure, robust front and tires, one can't help 
but drool at the prospect of having to spend one dreamy night even if just 
to celebrate April Fool's Day. Swedberg is totally deceiving because most 
would get deceived by her pretty face (and really oozing hot body) not 
knowing that she can really play it rough being one of the trendsetting 
gamers of PLAYBOY TV's Badasso. More than being entertaining, she adds 
flavor to each war game and speeding rally car. 


To add to her "cowgirl" image, this lovely bunny has also tried 
rappelling down mountains that would make most men shudder even at 
the very thought of it. Conceivably the reason why her adventurous and 
fun spirit has obviously made her so unpredictable, she has also personified 
nonconformity. With her, everything takes an unexpected turn with each 
twist presenting yet another side you have not seen before making her 
every man's first wish in his Christmas list; that is if Santa Hefner will agree. 

And it is no surprise that she exudes sex appeal, because part of the 
package is the unexpected. With most celebrities finding their fame more 
than enough to never leave the spotlight, Swedberg actually took time out 
of her busy schedule to pursue her other dreams away from the blinding 
camera lights, and probably closer to every man's heart. 

Just imagine a damsel with a pen and paper writing the "naked" 
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truth of every event that happens every day while you suckle her breast 
as she put into words every lustful passions you are sharing with her. Sick, 
isn't it? Maybe, but it is definitely one for the books, and may be a good 
foreboding for a one-of-a-kind intellectual orgasm. 

And that may be what sets her apart from the other Playmates that 
adorned Playboy's 2011 covers. 

But as a true trailblazer, Hugh Hefner and, his son, Cooper, have once 
again seen the potential in image when others do not, at least back when 
she was in high school. The PLAYBOY patriarch reportedly presented to 
the busty brunette the much-Xcoveted PLAYBOY Mansion award as 2012 
Playmate of the Year to supermodel Jacklyn Swedberg. 

Attendees said that during the presentation of the award, which was 
done in front of friends, families, Playmates, and past Playmates of the 


year, she was "overcome with emotion and gratitude when giving her 
speech in front of Hef and her family." 

It was no easy act on the part of the Chino Hills High School alumna, 
what with Claire Sinclair reigning the year before. But Swedberg has finally 
come to her own and has blossomed into someone who can stand out 
among the stunning seductresses of the Mansion. 

Swedberg was one of the beautiful bunnies who hosted BR5 
Correspondents Weston Green and Rollin Herold at the PLAYBOY Golf 
Finals last month. The Bleacher Report crew spent three days in Los 
Angeles covering the PLAYBOY Golf Finals, which featured girls from across 
the world and well-known athletes and celebrities playing a round or two. 

"I have had such a wonderful experience working with PLAYBOY and 
I cannot wait to begin my playmate life. Being Miss April is more than I 
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could ever ask for!" says a Facebook post purportedly by Swedberg. 

Young as she is and a known wildflower, Swedberg loves to read 
anything in the mystery or thriller category; not really surprising given her 
propensity for anything darkly exciting. 

More than anything else, she also loves to bake "huge sweet-tooth 
cupcakes as well as banana bread." As a true jetsetter, she has been to 
almost 20 countries and among these, she considers Greece as her favorite 
probably because she herself can play the part of a daring Artemis by 
sending an arrow smack through any warm-blooded mammal's heart. 

But just like a fairytale, and I am sure some might want to be the frog- 
prince at least once, Swedberg revealed that she treats as pets two frogs 
that live in a little fish tank which is "low maintenance" and makes them a 
good match for her. 

At present, 21-year-old Swedberg is studying communications and 
broadcast journalism at Woodbury University in Burbank. Those studies 
ought to prepare her for her roles with PLAYBOY Enterprises, where 


she says she is "involved with four different shows on Playboy TV," 
including Badass, PLAYBOY Beach-House, Camp PLAYBOY, PLAYBOY Trip 
Patagonia. Notwithstanding, it is not a far-fetched idea if she suddenly 
decides to take writing seriously. After all, nothing is more alluring than to 
read those passionate words from someone who exudes sensuality at the 
tip of her fingertips. 

Despite all Swedberg's hard work, she appears to remain relatively 
anonymous to her alma mater. "I don't know anything about it," a 
representative of Chino Hills High School principal's office said when called 
for comment about the honor. 

And just like that, a high school sweetheart suddenly turns memories 
bittersweet at least in their own imaginations. And, hey, if you want to 
turn on the writer in you, try writing down the words that come to your 
mind each time you see Swedberg in every magazine page. You will be 
surprised. Sex and lust can actually become more rousing with each stroke 
of the pen. 


H 
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MAN OF THE 




JOHN 

LANGFORD 

BY STEPHANIE RAQUEL 

IT TAKES THE RIGHT DECISIONS TO FURTHER A BOOMING OUTSOURCING 
INDUSTRY, AND THE BEST MANAGEMENT STRATEGIES TO PROPEL THE 
WORKFORCE ONTO A RELIABLE AND GAME-CHANGING COMPETITOR IN 
THE GLOBAL MARKET. MORE THAN THE FILIPINO’S EXEMPLARY LANGUAGE 
COMPETENCIES AND OUR RESILIENCE, IT ALSO TAKES A SOUND BELIEF ON 
OUR WORK ETHIC TO BE ABLE TO GAIN THE TRUST OF INVESTORS. MEET ONE 
OF THE LEADERS WHO HELPED MARKET THE PHILIPPINES AS AN OUTSOURCE 
MECCA AND LEARN WHY HE STEADILY PROMOTES THE PHILIPPINES AS 
AN OFFSHORE ASSET. JOHN LANGFORD, CHIEF EXECUTIVE CONSULTANT 
OF PHILIPPINE OUTSOURCING AND OFFSHORE CONSULTANCY GROUP, IS 
PLAYBOY PHILIPPINES’ MAN OF THE MONTH FOR OCTOBER. 


SR: Tell us about your first months 
in the Philippines, Did you have to 
adjust to the cultural landscape, 
with our own take of urban living? 
JL: I arrived in the Philippines 
nine and a half years ago, l 
found the Philippines to be a 
very Westernized society and the 
ability to communicate in English 
was good. But there were still 
adjustments on my behalf, I had 
to learn Asian culture quickly 
to effectively manage business 
here, Adjusting to the cultural 
landscape was a matter of 
speaking to and learning from my 
Filipino team. As I began to grow 
the business the need to truly 
learn how to integrate my pure 
Western American culture within 
the Philippine culture became 
necessary to ensure success, The 
company t worked for here at 
that time was a US-based global 
organization and this was our first 
operations within Asia. 

Having never lived in an urban 
setting, adjusting to the traffic and 
the noise (as I worked U S. hours 
and slept during Philippine day 
hours) came into play as I needed 
to allow more time in my schedule 
to travel and I also had to be 
aware of the daytime noise when 
looking for my residence. 

Also at that point in time the 
call center industry was very new 
to the Philippines and finding 
places to eat at 12 AM onwards 
was a challenge. 

SR: What have you learned about 
the ways of Filipinos, including our 
perspective and outlook on life, 
from the years you spent working 
in the Philippines? 

JL: I find the Filipino people to 
be very resilient. Their outlook of 
life is very positive. The family- 
oriented culture I found very 
impressive and also the Filipinos 
true ability and values to care 
about their fellow coworkers and 
team members very refreshing. 
Through the disasters that 
life brings, the Filipino always 
rebounds and finds a way to 
rebuild their lives, families and 
community, 

SR: Do you think employees in our 
country tend to favor a specific 
management style? 

JL: My experience with my 
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FAVORITES 

FOOD: I ACTUALLY ENJOY COOKING 
BUT HOWEVER HAVE NOT LEARNED 
FILIPINO DISHES. MY FAVORITE 
FOOD I WOULD SAY IS MEXICAN 
FILIPINO FOOD: I LIKE CHICKEN 
mSAL,ADOBB t PANffl r BULALO, 
LEcm ; 

MUSIC: ALL EXCEPT OPERA, 
CLASSIC ROCK MY FAVORITE 
MOVIE: COMEDY AND DRAMA 
MY COUSIN VINNIE IS ONE OF MY 
FAVORITES 

BOOKS: I ENJOY READING. I HAVE 
READ ALL OF STEPHEN KING, JOHN 
GRISHAM FOR EXAMPLE. 

TV SHOW: USUALLY LIKE TRAVEL 
SHOWS, HISTORY NATIONAL 
GEOGRAPHIC 
CAR: BMW 

DREAM CAR: PORSCHE 
PERFUME: POLO 

APPAREL BRAND: ALL KINDS WORK 
AND CASUAL 
SHOE BRAND: BUSINESS 
FLORSHEIM CASUAL, WHATEVER 
CATCHES MY EYE 
GADGETS: NOT A BIG GADGET 
GUY—LAPTOP, IPAD AND PHONE 


employees has been to create an 
open work environment where 
people are treated fairly regardless 
of their role like creating and 
having an open-door policy for 
any employee at any level and 
to approach senior management 
at any time as a coworker not a 
superior. It is good to have the 
employees know and feel that 
everyone within the organization 
is a part of the team and having 
everyone working together 
col I a bora lively as one team to 
achieve our mission and goals 
and tasks at hand. The other 
experiences are: 

Making the employees feel they 
are a part of the company's 
business family and being open 
and honest in all communication 
whether the news is good or bad. 


What I found to be the most 
favored management style for 
my employees is to create an 
atmosphere of mutual respect 
amongst everyone within the 
organization 

Give the qualified employees 
that opportunity for career 
advancement within the 
organization rather than seeking 
people from outside of the 
organization. 

SR: You've been in the country 
for years. What is so special about 
working with Filipinos? 

JL: The Filipinos are very bright 
intelligent people who are eager 
to succeed They are truly caring 
and if they feel they are being 
treated fairly will give 100% 

+ effort to succeed not only 
for the company but for them 


personally as well. Working hard 
but also having fun as a team, 

SR: Growing up, did you always 
have clear-set ambitions? Were 
there times you had to struggle 
with the times to achieve a certain 
position? 

JL: No. Like most people in life, 
when you are young you question 
what do I want to be and do 
when I grow up. Finding an 
industry in which you have a true 
passion and enjoy coming to work 
every day is what 1 have found 
to be most important for me 
personally. Yes, 1 have struggled 
along the way in my career. I have 
been passed over in the past for 
promotions I truly wanted. It was 
upsetting but I found you cannot 
dwell on that In fact, you look 
on what you can do better within 


your job to achieve the next 
opportunity that presents itself. 
This has proven effective for me 
and how I was able to advance 
throughout my career over the 
years, 

SR: Did you have to go through a 
remarkable phase in your life that 
gave you a wake- up call? 

JL: There have been times in my 
life when 1 found myself in difficult 
situations. Financially, many years 
ago, I worked three jobs at one 
time to make ends meet. That 
gave me the drive and inspiration 
to never be in that situation again 
in my life. 

SR: Is this a story that you 
impart to employees, to serve as 
inspiration? 

JL: Lead by example You do not 
get respect because you have a 
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LEAD BY EXAMPLE. 

YOU DO NOT GET 
RESPECT 
BECAUSE YOU HAVE A 
TITLE. YOU MUST EARN 
THE RESPECT AND TRUST 

OF YOUR PEOPLE. 
BE OPEN AND HONEST 
AND EXPLAIN WHY 
BUSINESS DECISIONS 
ARE BEING MADE. DO 
EVERYTHING YOU CAN 
TO ASSIST YOUR PEOPLE 
TO SUCCEED, IT IS AN 
OBLIGATION OWED TO 
THE EMPLOYEE AS THEIR 
SUCCESS EQUALS YOUR 
SUCCESS AS WELL. 

55 


title. You must earn the respect 
and trust of your people. Be 
open and honest and explain 
why business decisions are being 
made. Do everything you can to 
assist your people to succeed, 
it is an obligation owed to the 
employee as their success equals 
your success as well. 

SR: Before putting up your 
own company in 2011, you 
were connected with your 
former employer for 20 years 
and responsible to the overall 
management of its Philippine 
business, what are the key 
business principles that you have 
learned that eventually put you in 
the position you are here today? 
JL: I think all of the points 
discussed so far are the key as well 
as conducting, maintaining and 
expecting high business ethical 
and moral standards. As I said, 
your people are the key to your 
success and earning the respect, 
trust and showing that you truly 
care about your employees are 
what I view as key business 
principles. 

SR: Definitely your previous job as 
a country head in an Outsourcing 
Company managing hundreds 
of employees was a no easy 
task, how important is people 
motivation to you and how do 
you do it? 

JL: Growing an organization here 
in the Philippines to over 8000 
employees was not an easy task. 
Motivating and inspiring your 
people through your leadership 
skills is critical. You must take 
the time to meet and speak 
to as many people as you can 
every day and ensure rewards 
and recognition by truly making 
everyone feel we were all a part 
of one business family. Letting 
them know you truly do care 
and acknowledge the work 
and commitment they have 
demonstrated was the major 
factor of our success. You should 
also learn to empower your 
people to make decisions; guide 
them and assist them along the 
way as every decision may not be 
the best but it is one to learn and 
grow from. 

SR: When you were starting in 
your chosen industry, who did you 
look up to when it comes to work 
ethic? 

JL: When I began working for 
my former company it was a 


very small organization. Our CEO 
was truly a visionary which he 
continually shared with all of us he 
worked hard to succeed, and set 
the standard and inspired all of us 
to succeed as the company grew. 
SR: As you have a number 
of subordinates, do you have 
governing principles that you 
make known to them? 

JL: I have touched on all of 
these but let us add mutual 
respect, honesty, openness, and 
communication as governing 
principles. 

SR: As a consultant of the biggest 
contact centers and solutions 
companies in the Philippines, how 
important is this industry in the 
economic growth of the country? 
JL: As a firm believer in the 
Philippines, I believe the industry 
has contributed greatly to the 
economic growth here. For every 
job created in the BPO sector 
there is a trickledown effect 
of indirect jobs supporting the 
industry. Transportation, security 
guards, maintenance personnel, 
real estate food and beverage etc. 
In my view I see a larger middle 
class now in the Philippines than 
I did nine years ago and attribute 
this directly to the contribution the 
BPO sector has made. 

SR: What is basically your 
direction for your company and 
how do you see it five years from 
now? 

JL: In my current role as a 
consultant, I am primarily 
consulting with new organizations 
looking to outsource or offshore 
their business to the Philippines. 
My direction is to continue to 
promote the Philippines as the 
country of choice for their needs 
and convince other businesses 
from other English-speaking 
countries to expand their 
operations here as well. Five 
years from now, you will see 
smaller, more boutique companies 
entering the Philippine market 
not only in voice but business 
processes as well. This is aside 
from the large companies already 
operating here. There will be some 
expansion of current processes 
being conducted here but you will 
also see new processes entering 
the Philippine market. 

SR: Who or what, in your life, is 
a steady inspiration to keep you 
driven? 

JL: That is a difficult question. I 


have others in my life as well but 
at the end of the day I believe 
It is my own personal ambition 
to succeed which drives me the 
most. 

SR: You obviously are a people- 
person, was there ever a time that 
you used your wit or your charm 
just to get what you want? 

JL: Personally, no. But business is 
business and you must use all of 
your skills for success. 

SR: How do you think women's 
perception of the PLAYBOY has 
evolved through the decades? 

JL: Of course, when PLAYBOY 
first began it was considered 
scandalous and obscene but I 
truly think that over the years, it 
has become a very well-respected 
publication with information and 
contribution to all of society in a 
very positive manner. 

SR: Did you ever get out of your 
way to impress a woman? 

JL: Of course! Everyone does. 
Male or female, if you are 
attracted to someone you want 
them to notice you and be 
impressed by you. 

SR: Were you ever called, or 
considered, a playboy? How did 
you take the remark? 

JL: Actually, No. Although I have 
managed thousands of people 
and spoken in front of large 
audiences, I am actually pretty shy 
in social settings where the ability 
to be a "playboy" exists. 

SR: How young were you 
when you found out PLAYBOY 
Magazine, for yourself? Do you 
have a little story for a PLAYBOY 
magazine discovery? 

JL: I discovered PLAYBOY at 
around 15 or 16 years old and can 
honestly say it was not the articles 
which attracted me at that young 
age. 

SR: Please describe your own 
version of the modern, cultivated, 
and forward gentleman: 

JL: Someone who is open-minded; 
keeps himself informed of new 
technology, world events, fashion 
and styles; and, treats people the 
way I want to be treated. 


□ 
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_ COVER STORY 

MAKE UP BY EMMAN CONCEPCION / STYLED BY VINCE FLORES / ASSISTED BY JASON ALCORIZA / SHOT ON LOCATION AT EDEN CLUB 




INTERVIEWED BY RAPHAEL SORIANO 
PHOTOGRAPHY BY RAYMOND SALDANA 


JUST BY HER STANCE ONE CAN 
SEE WHY SHE WAS CHOSEN 
HANDS-DOWN AS PLAYMATE 
/ OF THE YEAR FOR 2011. SKY 

AISURU MOVES SKILLFULLY 
^ WITH HER EFFORTLESS 

ALLURE—AS IF A VIXEN 
. * # SCANNING TERRITORY— 

f AND A QUIET GRACE THAT, 

WITHOUT QUESTION, COMES 
_ ^ NATURALLY. SHE IS A SUBJECT 

w m ANY PHOTOGRAPHER WOULD 

GLADLY SHOOT. AND IN THE 
WAY HER EYES WILL LIGHT UP; 
HOW SHE CRACKS A JOKE; AND, 
HEARING THE CLEAR TINKLE OF 
HER LAUGHTER, YOU SURELY 
WILL NEVER LOOK 
AT PLAYMATES 
THE SAME WAY AGAIN. 



A year after she won Playmate of the Year, Sky had blossomed into the ideal mold her 
guardians, this enterprise, and what she personally envisioned, "I merely looked 
forward to having the title for my own, and that was that, or so I thought. But I was 
changing. And I've changed. To have this certain thing now was not in my plans", 
she affirmed. We could also confirm this statement, having worked alongside Sky 
for a year. She has matured. We break tradition by giving you this straight-out interview with 
her. Discover another side of Sky as she injects sense and sensibility to her title, setting the first 
standards for the Playmate role. Sky looks back at that full year she boldly came of age. 
PLAYBOY: Do you think you have achieved a collected image to be able to break people's 
stereotype image of who and what a PLAYBOY Playmate is? 

SKY: In the three years that I have been a Playmate, I have gained more titles than I expected. 

I have become a DJ, a host, one of the directors of the Playmates Department, the co-director of 
Gives Back Foundation and the Editorial Assistant of PLAYBOY Philippines. That could be enough to 
bring such a change, yet what I've learned and proven is you can only impress as much as you can. 
When it comes to breaking people's point of view, it is almost impossible to do it. People believe 
what they want to and they live to think what they are used to. I can put all these things on my 
resume, but if I meet a man who would like to see me as just a lady who takes my clothes off, then 
that's that I don't live life stressing out on what people perceive of me as a Playmate. I am more 
than my job and what I think and believe is the only thing that defines my decisions in life and my 
aspirations, 

PLAYBOY: You graduated from college at a still rather favorable time and at your own pace. 
Why was pursuing your degree important? 

SKY: Even though I come from a very happy family, finding a man like my father, who was a real 
family man and loyal to my Mom, is really hard nowadays. If, in my own time, I do get married and 
if he leaves me (hopefully not), like a typical 21 st century sad love story, I would like to be able to 
stand on my own ground, 1 like to be independent, I like the thought of being left with nothing 
but still being able to make it. And I want to do it like a normal person—through guts and because 
I'm smart, not through my face and body, not through my title as a Playmate. My mentor said, 
"Knowledge is the only thing that can never be stolen from you." Cliche, I know, and overused, but 
always true. 

PLAYBOY: When you finally came to a steady realization about the uncertain path you are about 
to tread as a Playmate of the Year, were you more thrilled than scared? 

SKY: I was both. Like any other girl, I was thrilled because of the title. I could never compete again 
for that. And I never really won anything in life. (Laughs) 1 guess because I never really wanted 
anything as bad as how I wanted being Playmate of the Year, too. I was scared sure There's no 
written guideline on how to become a Playmate of the Year PLAYBOY would always tell me that I 
won because they saw loyalty, they saw youth, class, and they see me as a smart girl. That's given 
because they're family. During the start, I would worry about what "other" people would say. I 
wasn't the prettiest from the bunch, I wasn't the most popular, too, I was also scared about having 
to balance being a Playmate and working inside PLAYBOY Being part of the editorial team takes a 
lot of time and energy. I must admit, there are days when after work, I would be lazy to go out and 







attend Playboy parties. But nevertheless, t have to go. No matter how tired 1 am, there 
is always the thought that I will never be a Playmate for long. There's plenty of time to 
rest when Pm 30 (Laughs). 

PLAYBOV: How do you stay on top of things, especially with the challenges that the 
role imposes? 

SKY: I focus, breathe and just do it. During the time when I was still a working 
student, i wake up at five a m,; be in school from seven till noon then work from one 
p.m, onwards. If there's a PLAYBOY party at night and I would be there partying like 
any other kid till roughly two or three a m,, I'd make sure I'll be in school at seven a m, 
the next day — not caring if I was hung-over or dead. (Laughs) Pm that type of person. 
When I say "111 do it", 1 will. When PLAYBOY tells me, you got to get the crowd, I say 
"Okay,", then Pd get the mike and start talking. No questions. That's how I deal and 
have dealt with every challenge. 

PLAYBOY: How do you think writing, along with the rigors of being PLAYBOY'S 
editorial assistant, is contributing to your career development? 

SKY: Through time, it has become more than just proving people wrong about the 
"dumb blonde'' image of a Playmate. Talking about PLAYBOY has become smoother 
for me than ever. I know the brand and the product because Pm part of the process 
of making the magazine. So when people say crappy things about it, I don't get 
shaken. My career, after this issue, would be more of still staying here in the PLAYBOY 
Philippines' offices. Being the editorial assistant for more than a year now has taught 
me to stay in one place and be persistent. It has taught me the true meaning of the 
word "team"; how to love your job and working seven days a week. And, more 
importantly, it introduced me to my second family. More than developing my name as 
2011 Playmate of the Year, working for Playboy has built my character. I think that's 
how every job should be. 

PLAYBOY: What can you say up front are the changes that happened tn the 
course of one year, like, in terms of your people skills, your skills per se, your career 
perspective, and your outlook on life? 

SKY: I learned that if you want something so bad, everything you do are steps 
toward what you aim for. As a Playmate who spends days in hotels with other ladies 
from Playboy, I learned how to live, adapt and adjust to different people, I'm calmer 
now than I have ever been unlike before when having a hectic schedule means being 
also hectic and always trying to keep your cool I've learned to entertain negative 
comments, to tolerate and accept them; and work on them if necessary, I've learned 
that life is something you deal with and not something that you should run away from 
with worldly things. I've learned that being a Playmate was never a wrong move, I've 
accepted that even though I have proven my family over and over again that PLAYBOY 
has done me well, I will always be their little girl and PLAYBOY may not always be 
something that they will be proud of. I've learned that expressing yourself can be done 
in different ways. 

Finding your own way is the best feeling in the world I expressed myself by being a 
Playmate, the Playmate of the Year— having curves, being imperfect; and, definitely 
being my own woman. When 1 turn 50, 1 know being on the cover of PLAYBOY will still 
be the reminder of my youth, and that is the best feeling in the world. 

While we may run out of unique descriptions for the women who get slated for 
our coveted pages, we will never run out of good things to say about Sky. She takes 
the cake hands down. Sky is clearly being propelled by the opportunity and her skills, 
as she continues to take on the challenges that come her way. While we attest to her 
rebellious inner strength, it is with our sheer pride and gratitude to say that more than 
the refinement she embodies, she is a hard-working and dedicated member of the 
PLAYBOY editorial team. She undeniably deserves this cover and this lustrous pictorial. 

Her year could only be unforgettable through and through as it culminates to a 
historic spectacle when she represents the country in the first ever PLAYBOY Playmate 
of the Year Philippines Gala this coming November. This darling will compete head 
to head with a bevy of lovely beauties from PLAYBOY editions across the globe. 
Meantime, our 2011 Playmate of the Year regales you in the royal jewels and garb she 
is steadily being known for, while she savors the title she will soon relinquish. 


0 



“I LEARNED THAT IF 
YOU WANT 
SOMETHING SO BAD, 
EVERYTHING YOU DO 
ARE STEPS 
TOWARD WHAT YOU 
AIM FOR." 






IF THERE’S A PLAYBOY PARTY AT NIGHT AND I 
WOULD BE THERE PARTYING LIKE ANY OTHER KID 
TILL ROUGHLY AROUND TWO OR THREE A.M., 

I'D MAKE SURE I'LL BE IN SCHOOL AT SEVEN A.M.THE NEXT DAY - 
NOT CARING IF I WAS HUNG-OVER OR DEAD. 







WOULD LIKE TO BE ABLE TO STAND ON MY OWN GROUND. I LIKE TO BE INDEPENDENT. 

I LIKE THE THOUGHT OF BEING LEFT WITH NOTHING BUT STILL BEING ABLE TO MAKE IT. 








“I EXPRESS 
MYSELF BY 
BEINGAPLAYMATE 
THE PLAYMATE OF 
THE YEAR - 
HAVING CURVES, 
BEING IMPERFECT; 
AND DEFINITELY 
BEING MY OWN 
WOMAN.” 







BEING THE EDITORIAL ASSISTANT FOR MORE THAN A YEAR NOW HAS TAUGHT ME TO 
STAY IN ONE PLACE AND BE PERSISTENT. IT HAS TAUGHT ME THE 
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THE RISE, THE FALL, AND THE 
REDEMPTION OF THE ORIGINAL 
ZUCKERBERG WHIZ KID 




NOLAN BUSHNELL 

IS THE GODFATHER OF THE 
MULTIBILLION-DOLLAR 
GAMING INDUSTRY, A MAN 
WHO LAUNCHED SILICON 
VALLEY WITH A BEER IN 
HIS HAND AND A PIPE IN 
HIS TEETH. AT THE AGE OF 
69 HE AIMS TO REINVENT 
HIMSELF ALL OVER AGAIN. 

BYDAVIDKUSHNER 





It's another perfect day in Los Angeles, but 
the real players aren't in Hollywood or Beverly 
Hills. They're downtown at the Los Angeles 
Convention Center for the annual Electronic 
Entertainment Expo, ground zero for the video 
game industry. More than 45,000 freaks, geeks 
and gazillionaires are here to check out the 
hottest games. Enormous screens flash with 
pixelated wizards and race cars. Booth babes in 
green Joker wigs and jet-black dominatrix boots 
vie for attention. 

With more than $16 billion in U.S. revenue 
last year, video games are one of the biggest 
entertainment industries in the world. They 
have penetrated every corner of our lives, from 
blockbuster Xbox 360 games like Gears of War 3 
in our living rooms to quirky hits like Angry Birds 
on our cell phones. But the most influential guy at 
E3 is the most elusive of all. As passersby whisper 
his name in awe, Nolan Bushnell heads for the 
-desolate aisles in the back, where the start¬ 
ups are. "The edge conditions are always more 
interesting," he says gingerly. 

Bushnell is the godfather of video games. While 
modern-day dot-com whiz kids would be happy 
with one hit, he pulled a hat trick in the 1970s 
and 1980s that remains unrivaled: creating the 
first arcade smash (Pong), the first video game 
company (Atari) and the first arcade pizza chain 
(Chuck E. Cheese's). "Nolan's greatest contribution 
to the games industry is rather obvious. He 
basically started it," says Will Wright, legendary 
designer of such games as The Sims and Spore. 

"If there's ever a contest to define the most 
important single individual in gaming history, he 
has the field all to himself," says Frank O'Connor, 
franchise director of the hit sci-fi Halo games. 

But his impact goes far beyond gaming. A 
69-year-old hipster with a bushy white beard and 
jeans, Bushnell is the original Zuckerberg, the first 
20-something prodigy to run a company in Silicon 
Valley and define the wildly creative start-up 
culture that corporations from Apple to Facebook 
emulate to this day. A self-made -multimillionaire, 
he rose from a suburb in Utah to make Atari one 
of the fastest-growing companies in American 
history. It's no wonder Leonardo DiCaprio has 
been in talks to portray Bushnell in an upcoming 
biopic. 

How did one guy create a culture and an 
industry? You can't understand the future of video 
game entertainment without knowing how it 
began. And as Bushnell reveals for the first time, 
the inside story starts in the same place he stands 
this day at E3: in the outer realms. "About all the 
interesting things happen at the edges, where 
the plates are rubbing together," he says. "Not 
only do you get earthquakes there, but you get 
volcanoes. It's the same thing with life. The closer 
you get to the edge, the more tremendous the 
opportunities." 

• 

Clearfield, Utah is the last place you'd expect to find 
a future revolutionary. But Bushnell, who grew up 
in this working-class town near the Great Salt Lake, 
quickly found an edge of his own. 

By sixth grade he was the town's Napoleon 
Dynamite—a self-described "intellectually 
arrogant" six-foot-four brainiac and rebel 
prankster. He once faked a UFO invasion by 
rigging a 300-watt bulb to a kite, luring hapless 
cops to an alfalfa farm. After arguing down a 
minister over his Mormon religion, "I became a 
heathen," he says, "and never looked back." 

And he discovered a whole new reason to look 
forward. While studying electrical engineering at 


the University of Utah in the early 1960s, Bushnell 
wandered into the department lab one day to 
find everyone huddled around Spacewarl, the 
first game ever created on a minicomputer. It was 
graphically crude but remarkably compelling. As 
Bushnell maneuvered his little spaceship around 
a black hole while firing bullets at his opponent, 
the future flashed in his mind. For many summers 
he had been managing the old-fashioned midway 
games—such as Skee-Ball and ringtoss—at 
nearby Lagoon Amusement Park, and he knew 
people would go crazy for something like this. 

"I said, 'If I had this in my amusement park, 

I'd make a lot of money,'" he recalls. "It was 
magic." 

The magic, however, didn't seem possible 
to achieve. Computers were too expensive to 
mass produce for an arcade game, and Bushnell 
had a more pressing matter to worry about: 
getting a real job. But shortly after the 25-year- 
old fledgling engineer found employment at 
an audio-video company in California, he got 
the Spacewarl bug again. Living in the nascent 
Silicon Valley, Bushnell began palling around with 
eccentric artificial-intelligence programmers and 
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woolly DIY geeks, and he soon began talking up 
his idea. 

Bushnell realized he didn't need an expensive 
computer to make a game at all. A buddy 
named Ted Dabney, who had studied electronics 
in the U.S. Marine Corps, had found a way to 
manipulate a television signal using a video board 
so that an ordinary TV screen could display a 
series of squiggles and dots—just what Bushnell 
needed to make a coin-op version of Spacewarl, 
which he called Computer Space. As he and his 
crew worked on the hardware, Bushnell knew 
he had to do more than make a game; he had to 
make it sexy enough to lure people over to play 
it. He sculpted something that seemed right out 
of Barbarella—a tall, sloping cabinet with a screen 
facing out the top. Shaped like a coffin standing 
on end, it set the standard for arcade games to 
come. When it was finished, he amped up the 
sex appeal, taking out ads featuring a comely 
model in a negligee posing seductively next to the 
machine. 

In 1971 Bushnell released Computer Space, the 
world's first commercially sold arcade video game. 
Unfortunately for Bushnell, it was too odd and 
complicated to become more than an overlooked 
novelty. Still in his 20s, he set about creating his 
next game. That's when he launched his own 
company, Atari, along with business partner Ted 


Dabney. 

After seeing a demo of a rudimentary tennis 
game on a home video system called the Odyssey 
at a trade show, Bushnell decided to have his new 
engineer, Al Alcorn, a self-described "anarchist from 
Berkeley," experiment with a tennis game of their 
own. They called it Pong. To make it accessible, 
Bushnell kept the rules as simple as possible, avoid 
missing ball for high score, he wrote on the machine. 
"Those instructions were kind of a joke," he says 
with a laugh. "You couldn't play the game without 
that as a given." 

To test the product, they set it up in a Silicon 
Valley dive bar called Andy Capp's, charging 25 
cents a play. Soon after, Bushnell got an angry 
call from the owner, telling him the machine was 
already broken. Bushnell dispatched Alcorn to 
check out the damage. When the engineer arrived 
and opened the cabinet, shiny coins spilled from 
the machine. Quarters had clogged the coin box 
and stopped the game from working. 

Pong quickly became a hit. "It was an 
otherworldly success," Bushnell says. 

• 

Drive through the hills between San Francisco and 
San Jose today, and you'll find the streets dotted 
with familiar empires: Electronic Arts, Zynga, Sony 
Computer Entertainment America. Inside, the floors 
of tchotchke-lined cubicles teem with scruffy young 
gamers in jeans and hoodies—the default dot-com 
uniform. With the area's steady stream of newly 
minted millionaires (and billionaires) under the age 
of 30, they have reason to dream big. But they 
wouldn't be dreaming at all if it hadn't been for 
the geeks at the company that created this unique 
high-roller lifestyle in the first place: Atari. 

When Bushnell arrived in the early 1970s, Silicon 
Valley was still dominated by the Orwellian group- 
think culture practiced by IBM and its ilk. "In those 
days, nobody in their 20s was a CEO," he recalls, 
"and every engineer in the Valley wore a white 
shirt and tie." But with orders pouring in for Pong, 
Bushnell set about changing that for good. In 
addition to launching the modern game industry, 
Atari pioneered something just as influential: the 
creative company culture that pervades the Valley 
to this day. "We said, 'The heck with it,'" Alcorn 
recalls. " 'We'll excel at what we do—not how we 
look.'" 

With only four employees and 500 Pong 
machines to build, Bushnell had to staff up fast or 
risk losing the deals and blowing his early success. 
Young and aggressive, he didn't want to wait four 
days to run a help-wanted ad, so he trudged down 
to the local unemployment office instead. There he 
found a room full of hippies and homeless people 
and trucked them back to his production plant. 
"What I didn't have them do is pee in a bottle," 
Bushnell says, "which is what I should have done." 

Every day they churned out 10 Pong machines, 
each of which cost $300 to make and sold for 
$900—a huge markup at the time. They also had 
placed some of their own machines around town. 

To collect the coins from sketchy bars, Bushnell's 
workers began carrying hatchets in their cars, just in 
case. Before long, needing more production space 
and room for more employees, they moved the 
commune to an old roller-skating rink nearby. As 
pot smoke filled the air and hippies skated between 
arcade machines, Atari became an extension of 
the Haight--Ashbury scene up the road. "I wanted 
this company to be a perfect meritocracy," he says. 
"I wanted everyone to create and do wonderful 
things." 

Bushnell looked out on his bearded and bell- 
bottomed crew and told them, "I don't care when 
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you come to work. I don't care if you come to 
work. I don't care what you wear. I don't care if you 
bring your dog. I don't care if you bring a six-pack. 
Get your job done. You're an adult, and I treat you 
like an adult." 

With Pong machines flying out the door and 
new games in development, Atari resembled 
the Valley's answer to Willy Wonka's factory, and 
Bushnell effusively embodied the lead role. Dressed 
in jeans and a bow tie and puffing on his (tobacco) 
pipe, he nurtured a work environment that was as 
fun as the games. To motivate his staff, he promised 
to tap a keg on the back dock each Friday when 
they hit their quota of machines. The beer-for -Pong 
promise worked, and Atari's keggers became the 
stuff of Valley legend. "We got 
a reputation as being the party 
company," Bushnell recalls. 

Bushnell installed a vintage 1850s 
beer tap in his office and invited 
anyone who wanted to join him to 
drink and play dice after work. The 
party atmosphere spread across the 
Valley. "That was part of the culture, 
smoking pot and doing a lot of 
cocaine," Alcorn says. "Our attitude 
was work hard and play hard." 

But despite his carnivalesque flair, 

Bushnell didn't treat his business as 
just fun and games. "I always felt as 
though I was an ex-Mormon dressed 
up like a hippie," he says. "I felt I 
was a poseur. I was an engineer and 
a geek. What was more interesting 
to me was the technology and the 
creativity." 

Before long he would need all the 
creativity he could muster. 

Atari was going broke. 

• 

By 1974, Pong machines were 
popping up around the world, but 
they weren't Atari's. During his 
rapid rise, Bushnell had neglected 
to copyright Pong's circuit boards, 
enabling other companies to rip 
off his design. "I was young and 
dumb," he says. Of all the Pongs 
being sold, only 25 percent of the 
machines were made by Atari. 

An ill-fated plan to produce Pong 
machines in Japan brought Atari 
even closer to bankruptcy. 

The financial pressures began 
taking a toll on the utopian company life. The 
festive atmosphere suddenly turned dark, and 
Bushnell felt himself sinking into despair. Line 
workers complained of low wages and showed 
up wearing shirts that read fuck you. His stress 
turned into anger, and Bushnell wielded his ax as 
readily as he tapped a keg. "People who needed 
negative motivation, I would fire," he says. "I was 
insufferable." One colleague would later describe 
Bushnell as having "the attention span of a golden 
retriever." The pressure was also affecting his 
personal life at home with his wife and two young 
daughters. "The stress of business is difficult for a 
marriage," he says. The couple would soon divorce. 

With Atari on the brink, Bushnell had to dig 
himself out of his hole fast. He hatched a business 
philosophy that became his guiding principle: the 
meta-game. Knowing Atari's hardware was being 
copied by competitors, Bushnell began to, as he 
says, "build in booby traps." It was the equivalent 
of printing a recipe with the wrong ingredients. 

Atari purposely mismarked chips so that when 


other companies tried to re-create the designs, 
their machines wouldn't function. The ploy worked, 
and Bushnell soon regained market share. "The 
whole success of Atari was really because of 
creativity," he says. 

To inspire creativity, Bushnell began holding 
raucous beachside retreats and company meetings 
in the hot tub behind his hillside home. The San 
Francisco Chronicle ran a profile of Bushnell along 
with a photo of him soaking in his tub with an 
attractive—and seemingly topless—woman. "It 
was a wild environment," he recalls wistfully. "It 
was post-flower revolution, women's liberation, 
no AIDS yet and lots of company romances." The 
engineers began -code-naming their projects after 


women—including Darlene, a beloved employee 
who, according to -Bushnell, "was stacked and had 
the tiniest waist." 

"Darlene" was the project name for Atari's 
breakthrough home version of Pong for TV sets. 
While the Magnavox Odyssey was the first home 
console, Pong got a huge boost from a giant 
distribution deal with Sears, the great American 
department store chain. The pairing of Sears and 
Atari perfectly symbolized the transition from 
the old titans to the next generation of start-ups 
burgeoning in Silicon Valley. 

Bushnell showed up for his first meeting wearing 
his usual jeans and shirt, only to find the Sears 
executives in suits and ties. For the next meeting, 
Bushnell showed up in a suit and tie, but the Sears 
guys were awkwardly dressed down in jeans. 

During a visit by Sears representatives to Atari's 
production plant, the teams broke the ice by riding 
around the conveyor belts in cardboard boxes. 

The unlikely but dynamic pairing paid off. The 


home version of Pong became a runaway smash. 

By the end of the holidays in 1975, Atari topped 
more than $40 million in sales. That success didn't 
come without a price. Bushnell split with his original 
partner, Ted Dabney. ("His ego was blowing out 
of proportion," Dabney later said about Bushnell. 
"He started doing really stupid things.") Ralph Baer, 
creator of the Odyssey, sued Atari for allegedly 
stealing the idea for Pong. Atari settled out of 
court, with Bushnell maintaining that he had merely 
improved on a poorly executed idea. "I absolutely 
did see the Odyssey game," he said, "and I didn't 
think it was very clever." 

Baer, now 90, is still bitter. Reached at his 
home in New Hampshire, he says of Bushnell that 
"whenever he's confronted with reality he 
takes off into some never-never land of 
imagined sequences that were drilled into 
his head by his lawyers. They never leave 
his cranium no matter how many times 
you quietly and politely explain the error." 

With the lawsuit behind him, Bushnell 
wasn't dominating just the new home 
video game market—he was ruling 
arcades. Building on the success of Pong, 
Atari cranked out such hits as Tank, Indy 
800 and Shark Jaws, based on Steven 
Spielberg's hit film. To build a single-player 
brick-breaking game called Breakout, 
Bushnell tapped a gifted young hippie on 
his team, Steve Jobs. 

Just 20 years old at the time, Jobs had 
been dropping acid, fasting, studying 
Eastern mysticism and working as a phone 
phreaker, manipulating phone systems to 
make free long-distance calls (including 
prank calls to the Vatican). Impressed by 
Jobs's out-of-the-box thinking, Bushnell 
made him a technician. Bushnell offered 
him a bonus if he could use as few of the 
costly computer chips as possible when 
making Breakout. Jobs hit up a friend at 
Hewlett-Packard, Steve Wozniak, to help 
him with the machine. 

"Atari was getting all kinds of attention 
by then for having started the video 
game revolution with games like Pong," 
Wozniak later recalled. "Bushnell, well, 
he was just larger than life. Steve said 
it was a blast to work for him." Three 
months later (or four days, by Wozniak's 
account), the two Steves completed the 
game, which quickly became one of Atari's 
most successful hits, a classic. Then Jobs went 
to Bushnell with a breakout offer of his own: to 
invest in the personal computer company he and 
-Wozniak were starting. 

For $50,000, Jobs said, Bushnell could own one 
third of Apple. Bushnell, however, was so busy 
with his own success (in addition to launching 
a series of Atari computers) that he passed. 

"Like an idiot I basically turned it down for the 
right reason," he recalls. But as Apple exploded, 
Bushnell saw the creative business approach he 
had nurtured at Atari go wider in the Valley. "Jobs 
and Wozniak carried that corporate culture to 
Apple," he says. "That's when the ties came off." 

• 

In 1976, another hot tub meeting at Bushnell's 
spawned Atari's ultimate -conquest—the home 
video game that would pave the way for the 
consoles that dominate our living rooms today. 
Code-named Stella, the Atari Video Computer 
System became better known as the Atari 2600. 
By exploiting innovations in chip technology, Atari 
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could create an interchangeable console that, 
unlike home Pong , could run a variety of games 
on cartridges. 

To pull this off, the 33-year-old Bushnell needed 
more money to cover the cost of production. 

With an ego to match his creativity, he wasn't 
satisfied merely to have launched the video game 
business. He wanted to rule its future before the 
chance slipped away. "I had a huge opportunity 
to dominate an industry, and if I didn't fulfill 
the destiny of the video game business, then 
somebody else would," he says. 

He knew exactly what he needed to do: sell. 

With video games taking over a new generation, 
Warner Communications, the parent company 
of the movie and music behemoths, wanted to 
cash in. The corporation sent a private jet to pick 
up Bushnell and his team 
and bring them to New 
York City for a meeting. 

When Bushnell and his 
band of hippie geniuses 
climbed onboard, they 
saw a familiar face in the 
corner—Clint Eastwood, 
whom Warner was flying to 
New York with his girlfriend 
for a premiere. Kicking 
back in the jet alongside 
the Hollywood superstar, 

Bushnell thought, I can get 
used to this. 

Warner put the gamers 
up on the top floor of the 
Waldorf-Astoria with a pool 
table and a grand piano and 
brought them along with 
Eastwood to see the film. 

This time Bushnell wore a 
suit to the meeting. The 
execs told him, "We think 
this is wonderful, and we 
want you to be the architect 
of the technology future at 
Warner." Four years earlier, 

Bushnell had launched his 
video game start-up. Now, 
in 1976, he was selling the 
company for $28 million. 

Bushnell remained Atari's 
chairman and pocketed 
an estimated $15 million 
on the deal. He treated himself to a new home: a 
mansion formerly owned by the family behind the 
Folger Coffee Company. His moving in symbolized 
in many ways the arrival of a new generation of 
American moguls, the computer geeks who could 
build an empire on a chip and a dream. He also 
had his own private jet and a yacht named Pong. 

The Atari 2600 defined a generation upon 
its release in October 1977, but it was the 
beginning of the end for Bushnell at Atari. A serial 
entrepreneur, he had other plans in the works: a 
pioneering online game network and a chain of 
family-friendly pizza arcades. Warner was pouring 
all its resources into the 2600—despite Bushnell's 
insistence that it was in danger of oversaturating 
the market. The battle grew epic and ugly, as 
Bushnell believed the baby he had nurtured for 
so long was being dangerously mismanaged. 
Ultimately Warner won, and King Pong was out. 

"In my brain at the time, I thought I'd quit," 
Bushnell says. "They thought they fired me. I'm 
not sure." 

Free from Warner, Bushnell grew his next 
empire, Chuck E. Cheese's Pizza Time Theatre, the 
pioneering restaurant chain—complete with life- 


size robotic singing animals. Suddenly, all the kids 
who had grown up on Atari games had a place 
to hang out, scarf pizza and beat the high score 
on the latest Atari games such as Asteroids and 
Centipede. In less than a decade, the video game 
industry had reached its golden age. By 1982 
Atari was bringing in $2 billion a year. Bushnell's 
oddball start-up had become one of the fastest- 
growing companies in American history. He had 
spawned not just a new industry but an entire 
generation of gamers—an impressive legacy. 

• 

"Hey, Nolan!" says a young guy with a 
-strawberry-colored Mohawk. "When are we 
going to make those robots?" 

It's another bright blue day in Los Angeles. 
Bushnell and I are having lunch in a funky 


warehouse neighborhood downtown, where this 
local artist is eager to start a new project with 
the Pong master. Bushnell perks up as they talk 
about the cool new gizmos they want to build. 

It's moments like this that still inspire him more 
than anything—even more than the possibility of 
being portrayed by DiCaprio in a movie. "I may 
be bizarre, but I don't particularly revel in the 
provenance aspect," he tells me as he digs into 
a barbecued-pork sandwich. "I'm much more 
interested in stuff I'm working on." 

Although he remains best known for his work 
in video games, Bushnell has made millions with 
a host of high-tech companies since leaving 
Atari. Always innovating, he created one of 
Silicon Valley's earliest incubators, Catalyst 
Technologies, which gave rise to little-known 
but highly successful start-ups such as Axlon (an 
-electronic-toy company, later sold to Hasbro) and 
Etak (a pioneer in -automotive-navigation systems 
that became the precursor to Google Maps and 
MapQuest). 

"What's really striking about Nolan's career is 
how many different areas he's had a profound 
impact on," says Will Wright. "His work has 


significantly contributed to not just the gaming 
industry but also restaurants, location-based 
entertainment, toy design, education and even 
mapping systems. I can think of few people who 
have had such a broad influence on so many 
different commercial fields." 

Not every venture has been a success, and 
Bushnell has had his share of hard times. In 2010 
his company uWink, a sort of adult version of 
Chuck E. Cheese's, shut down its last restaurant 
after failing to take hold. "When you're out on 
the edge, sometimes you don't know where the 
edge is and you step over and fall into the Grand 
Canyon," he says. "But the next time you're at 
the Grand Canyon, you know where the edge 
is. Everything is about learning. There's always 
something you learn that arms you more strongly 
for your next attempt." 

These days, his next 
venture is his ultimate: 
creating a new kind of school 
that uses the innovations and 
creativity of new technologies 
to empower kids. He calls the 
school Speed to Learn and 
says it will be built on the 
idea that "software should 
teach, and teachers should 
mentor." His plan is to open 
the first Speed to Learn as a 
private school in Los Angeles 
and expand from there. He 
eagerly shows me the new 
logo he's designed—a yellow 
smiley face with the eyes 
replaced by fast-forward 
icons. "I think of new 
technology as presenting me 
with a new sandbox," he 
says. "I love the process of 
innovation." 

Innovation runs in the 
family. Nearby, his son Brent 
(one of his eight kids from 
two marriages) has his 
own game-development 
company in the works. Brent 
says games are part of the 
Bushnell DNA; he recalls 
pulling his dad away from 
his cell phone games in 
restaurants. "He's just a big 

kid," Brent says. 

Indeed. After a game of Pong on my iPhone (I 
won), Bushnell tells me how he road-trips to the 
Burning Man festival every August. "I love the 
creativity of the place," he says. He's also working 
on his first -science-fiction novel, which explores 
what he thinks is the inevitable singularity of 
computer intelligence surpassing that of human 
beings. In the meantime, he's always dreaming up 
something new. 

"My feeling is that for creativity and innovation 
you always have to take the blinders off," he says. 
He gives an example: "If you ask how you can 
innovate professional football, most people would 
say, 'Design new plays; design new uniforms.' But if 
you really want to look at it, you have to say, 'What 
can I do differently in the parking lot?' You have to 
expand your horizons rather than focusing on the 
field. You have to focus on what's happening in the 
grandstands and the parking lot." Bushnell smiles 
wide. "That's the meta-game." 

And as always, he's ready to play. 

H 
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hile BELLA ESTEBAN has apprehensions 

about revealing her bigger dreams, she sure knows 
and is determined to take the first steps to achieving 
them. "I want to be successful and make the right 
choices with the opportunities I am given/' says the 
24-year old model from Makati. "From the start of 
my modeling career I stayed focused on my goals, always taking the 
time to choose the right people to work with and I am much honored 
to work with PLAYBOY at this point in my life." It was easy to consider 
Belle as our Miss October because along with her beguiling sparkle, 
she has that depth of substance that stems from a rather quiet and 
unimposing pride. When asked how she exudes this placidity she breaks 
her lovely silence by saying, JJ I wake up each day and take decisive 
actions to better myself". 

Bella is on top of her game and already attributing her early success, 
her personal perspective in life included, to how she was raised by her 
grandmother and family. "In my early years I realized being happy starts 
from within, a woman must have brains before beauty", she affirms. 
Perhaps her smarts are a product of travelling and growing up at the 
same time through different countries. She has known austerity and 
simply conquered life. "The challenges I faced growing up in different 
countries was to teach myself new languages and learn to survive on 
my own. Although I'm proud to say I was born in the Philippines, 1 
grew up and worked in countries such as Japan, Singapore, Thailand, 
Cambodia, Vietnam, and Hong Kong", she smiled with beaming self- 
assurance for her noteworthy accomplishment. 

Bella once and for all bares to breathtaking images, something she 
has never boldly done before, another opportunity she considers a 
salvaged gem She may be no stranger in front of the cameras but this 
time she goes all out in seemingly boundless sensuality. "I must admit I 
have crazy imagination and my sensuality comes out naturally because 
of it", Bella explains how she comfortably projected in entrancing 
glamour, "Life and finding happiness" keeps her busy now, and she 
celebrates this quest with yet another feather in her cap As Bella looks 
ahead she also lets us in her world, and is just grateful to be on board 
"I would love to be a Playmate! I would like to be remembered as a 
simple, down to earth girl with a bubbly personality who is the total 
package of brains, beauty & attitude", she says. She has the right rare 
mix, and as she expects her pictorial to open more opportunities in 
PLAYBOY, we can downright agree that she is one to root for. 
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“THE RIGHT GUY CAN BRING 
OUT MY PASSION TO PLEASE 
HIM,BREAKING DOWN MY 
INHIBITIONS ANDALLOWING 
ME TO BE MYSELF.” 




































“I STAY 

OPEN-MINDED 
FORTHE 
RIGHT GUY. 

I’M WILLING TO TRY 
ANYTHINGAND 
EVERYTHING HE 
CAN CREATIVELY 
IMAGINE. I ALSO 
FINDTHATBEING 
AGGRESSIVE IN 
BED REALLY HELPS.” 
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“I FEEL 

SEXIEST WHEN I’M 
COMPLETELY NAKED 
I’M NOT AFRAID OF 
MY BODY!’ 























V HUMOR 

tS playboy party jokes 


frustrated wife bought a pair of crotchless panties in an attempt to 
spice up her sex life. She put them on and sat on the sofa opposite her 
husband. 

"Get up!" the husband screamed. "Get up!" She jumped up from the 
couch and asked, "What's wrong?" 

"Oh, you're wearing crotchless panties," the husband said, relieved. "I 
thought you sat on the cat." 


Catholic boy and a Jewish boy were talking. The Catholic boy said, 
"My priest knows more than your rabbi." 

"Of course he does, dipshit," the Jewish boy said. "You tell him 
everything!" 



IVIy doctor says that if I don't give up sex, I'll be dead in a week," a 
man told his friend. 

"Why is that?" the friend asked. 

The first replied, "I'm fucking his wife." 

H ow was your first day as a masseur?" a man asked his male 
roommate. 

"I was fired," the roommate replied. "Apparently the instruction 'finish off 
her face' doesn't mean what I thought it did." 

n the eve of a couple's 10 th wedding anniversary, the still-slim wife 
was looking in the mirror and bragging about her figure. "You know, I can 
still get into the skirts I had before we were married," she said. 

"Oh yeah?" the husband replied. "I wish I could too." 



I hate that your mother doesn't like me," a girl told her boyfriend. 
"Don't take it personally," he assured her. "She's never liked anyone I've 
dated. I once dated someone exactly like her, and that didn't work out at 
all." 

"What happened?" the girl asked. 

He replied, "My father couldn't stand her." 


I'll get it," a wife said to her husband when the phone rang. 

On the line a pervert, breathing heavily, said, "I bet you have a tight 
asshole with no hair." 

"Yes," she responded. "He's watching TV." 

man went to a palm reader on a whim. 

"You are a very lonely man," she told him. 

"You can tell that just from my love lines?" he asked. 

"No," she responded, "from the calluses on your hand." 

Life is like a cock: Simple, straight and relaxed—it's the women who 
make it hard. 


If a female sex addict is called a nymphomaniac, what's a male sex addict 
called? 

A man. 


Expecting an important letter, a man went home during his lunch hour 
to check the mail. 

"Has the mailman come yet?" he shouted to his wife as he walked though 
the door. 

"Almost there," a man's voice answered back. 


\I\I hat seems to be the problem?' a doctor asked his elderly patient. 
"I'd like my sex drive lowered," the man responded. 

"Sir," the doctor said, "at your age I think your sex drive is all in your 
head." 

"I know," the man replied. "That's why I want it lowered." 

very large and surly woman took a man's order in a restaurant during 
a busy lunch hour. "Sorry about the wait," she told him in an insincere 
tone. 

"Don't worry about it," he said. "Hopefully you'll lose it someday." 
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IAN FLEMING 

MB 50 YEARS OF 

JAMES BOND 

For half a century now,j*o fictional character could be akin to the words "seduction" and "the high life" coupled with the 
thrill of danger other than the famous British agent, James Bond. Our jet-setting man of intrigue was the creation of Ian 
Fleming, author and former Naval intelligence officer, who, through his stories and novels, single-handedly reinvented the 
^spy-ttfasophisticated and believable hero. Add a lavish cinema production with dashes of futuristic gadgets to Fleming's 
masterful storytelling and you have a movie franchise that can draw fans for a long time. The balance between the essential 
suave and the magnetic daredevil could only be portrayed by the rarest pedigree of actors. As the film franchise turns gold, 
we celebrate this cultural dynamism by giving you the PLAYBOY Interviews of the men who brought to life this literary 
legend. 

James Bond creator Ian Fleming reveals the lifestyle he savored while making the Bond novels. While in the midst of 007 
fame, Sean Connery talks about his road to stardom and keeping up with the Bond image! Pierce Brosnan discloses to 
Stephen Rebello his five cents about the film franchise after he was booted out. DanieLCraig talks longer to David Sheff to 
further cement his natural stride to the character to be the current quintessential Jarp^s Bond. 





Q/LaMasO 

PLAYBOY INTERVIE W IAN FLEMING 

IN THIS FINAL COLLOQUY, THE LATE CREATOR OF JAMES BOND DISCUSSES HIS LIFE AND LOVE-AND HIS LEGENDAY HERO 007 


Since Edgar Allan Poe invented the modern detective story with "The 
Murders in the Rue Morgue ," expert practitioners of the form have known huge 
audiences and heavy material rewards. In this procession, the late Ian Fleming, 
creator of James Bond, secret agent non-pareil, will long hold a prominent place. 
His publishers have sold 30,000,000 copies of his 12 books in 12 years - give or 
take a couple of million. There are few literate communities in the world, from 
Hong Kong to Helsinki, in which he is not being read today Even those who 
read only Yiddish or Siamese need not be deprived of the pleasure of his literary 
company - though Fleming himself, at the age of 56, died of a heart attack late 
last summer, not the first he had had. He had known for some time that he had 
little prospect of a long 

life. Yet even in the four hours between the onset of the attack and his death 
in a Canterbury hospital, he managed to maintain the image of urbanity that 
distinguished him: En route to the emergency ward, he told the ambulance 


attendants that he was sorry to have had to trouble them. It was something that 
most Englishmen of his class would have said, almost pro forma, but it was also 
very James Bond. There is no doubt that his own character, and the one he had 
created, were intricately interleaved in Fleming's mind. 

Despite, or perhaps in part because of, his enormous popularity, the literary 
establishment took little notice of Fleming during his lifetime, and not much more 
at his death. In general, their judgment of his worth may prove to have been 
deficient, for he may still be read when novelists presently of some stature have 
been forgotten. He had an original view; he was an innovator. His central device, 
the wildly improbable story set against a meticulously detailed and somehow 
believable background, was vastly entertaining; and his redoubtable, implacable, 
indestructible protagonist, though some thought him strangely flat in character, 
may well be not so much the child of this century as of the next. 


Several months before his death, 
Fleming consented to our request for 
an extended and exclusive interview. 

PLAYBOY; Did you really settle on 
the name James Bond, as reported, 
because you'd been reading a book 
by a man of that name, and you 
thought it sounded "suitably flat and 
colourless'? 

FLEMING: Yes, that's absolutely so. It 
was James Bond's Birds of the West 
Indies, a famous ornithological work, 
and I wanted my hero to be entirely 
an anonymous instrument and to 
let the action of the book carry him 
along. I didn't believe in the heroic 
Bulldog Drummond types, I mean, 
rather, I didn't believe they could any 
longer exist in literature. I wanted this 
man more or less to follow the pattern 
of Raymond Chandler's or Dashiell 
Hammett's heroes - believable people, 
believable heroes, 

PLAYBOY: One reviewer has written 
of Bond, "He is the bad guy who 
smoulders in every good citizen. " Do 
you agree? 

FLEMING: I don't think that he is 
necessarily a good guy or a bad 
guy. Who is? He's got his vices and 
very few perceptible virtues except 
patriotism and courage, which are 
probably not virtues anyway. He's 
certainly got little in the way of 
politics, but I should think what 
politics he has are just a little bit left of 
centre. And he's got little culture. He's 
a man of action, and he reads books 
on golf, and so on - when he reads 
anything l quite agree that he's not a 
person of much social attractiveness. 
But then, 

I didn't intend for him to be a 
particularly likeable person. He's a 
cipher, a blunt instrument in the hands 
of government. 

PLAYBOY: You've been quoted 
as saying that you don't like Bond 
personally. Is that true? 

FLEMING: Well, I've lived with him for 
about twelve years now, and we've 
been getting into deeper and deeper 
trouble together. So I've come to have 
a certain sympathy with what is going 
to happen to him, whatever that may 
be. 

PLAYBOY: Do you sometimes feel 
that you are Bond, and Bond is 


Fleming? 

FLEMING: No, Bond is a highly 
romanticised version of anybody, but 
certainly not I, and I certainly couldn't 
keep up with him; I couldn't have 
even at his age, which is, and has 
always been, in the middle thirties. 
He's a sort of amalgam of romantic 
tough guys, dressed up in 20th 
Century clothes, using 20th Century 
language. I think he's slightly more 
true to the type of modern hero, to 
the commandos of the last War, and 
so on, and to some of the secret- 
service men I've met, than to any of 
the rather card boa rdy heroes of the 
ancient thrillers. 

PLAYBOY: Do you consider his sexual 
prowess, and his ruthless way with 
women, to be true to life - even 
among commandos and secret-service 
men? 

FLEMING: Naturally not; but we live 
in a violent age. Seduction has, to a 
marked extent, replaced courtship 
The direct, flat approach is not the 
exception; it is the standard. James 
Bond is a healthy, violent, noncerebral 
man in his middle thirties, and a 
creature of his era. I wouldn't say he's 
particularly typical of our times, but he 
is certainly of the times. Bond's 
detached; he's disengaged. But he's a 
believable man - around whom I try 
to weave a great web of excitement 
and fantasy, in that, at least, we have 
very little in common. Of course, there 
are similarities, since one writes only 
of what one knows, and some of the 
quirks and characteristics that I give 
Bond are ones that I know about. 
When I make him smoke certain 
cigarettes, for example, it's because I 
do so myself, and ! know what these 
things taste like, and 1 have no shame 
in giving them free advertising. 
PLAYBOY: Including the gold-ringed 
cigarettes of Balkan and Turkish 
tobacco mixed for Bond by Morland's 
of Grosvenor Street? 

FLEMING: Certainly. Why not? 
PLAYBOY: Isn't that a rather 
injudiciously conspicuous brand for a 
secret agent to be smoking? 
FLEMING: Of course it is. No self- 
respecting agent would use such 
things. He'd smoke Players or 
Chesterfields. But the readers enjoy 
such idiosyncrasies, and they accept 


them - because they don't stop to 
think about it. The secrecy of my 
secret agent is pretty transparent, if 
you think about it even briefly. But the 
pace, the pace of the narrative gets 
one by these nasty little corners. It's a 
sleight-of-hand operation. It's 
overpowering the reader. You take 
him along at such a rate, you interest 
him so deeply in the narrative that he 
isn't jolted by these incongruities. I 
suppose I do it to demonstrate that I 
can do it. 

PLAYBOY: Why do you pay so much 
attention to minutiae in your books? 
FLEMING: The main reason is that 
these things excite and interest me. 

I'm observant, I think, and when I 
walk down the street or when l go 
into a room, I observe things and 
remember them very accurately It 
amuses me to use my powers of 
observation in my books and at the 
same time to tell people what my 
favourite objects are, and my favourite 
foods and liquors and 
scents, and so on. Exact details of 
individual private lives and private 
tastes are extremely interesting to me. 

I think that even the way in which a 
man shaves in the morning is well 
worth recording. The more we have 
of this kind of detailed stuff laid 
down around a character, the more 
interested we are in him. 

I make notes of such details 
constantly, l write down my thoughts 
and comments and I note menus, 
and so forth. I've just written down 
something I picked up in Istanbul the 
other day: "Now there is no more 
shade." This is a Turkish expression, 
used when a great sultan, like Mustafa 
Kemal, dies, The general cry of the 
people was "Now there is no more 
shade," which is rather an expressive 
way of saying now there is nothing to 
protect us, now that the great man 
has gone. I write things like that down 
and often use them later on in my 
books, 

PLAYBOY: Of course, you have 
research done for you as well. 
FLEMING: Yes, but generally only 
after I've written the book. After I've 
finished a book I realise that I've been 
rather vague or thin on some topic 
or other, and then I go to the right 
man and try to get the true gen out 


of him and then rewrite that particular 
area, 

PLAYBOY: Are you interested in the 
skills of individual specialists? Would 
you, for example, go out of your way 
to meet Chic Gaylord of New York, 
who makes custom-tailored revolver 
and pistol holsters for the New York 
City police and the FBI? 

FLEMING: Quite honestly, the whole 
question of expertise in these matters 
bores me. Obviously, I want to know 
the facts. If a Gaylord holster is 
better than a Berns-Martin, I want to 
know about it but there my interest 
rather ends. However, I'm not a bad 
shot; in fact, I shot for Sandhurst 
against West Point at one time. 

And just to see that my hand isn't 
trembling too much I like to have a 
shot at a tin can or something now 
and again. 

PLAYBOY: How about hunting game? 
FLEMING: No, I'm not keen on killing 
things, except to eat them. We have 
big bush rats in Jamaica, and one time 
when I'd lent the place for a bit to 
Anthony Eden, he couldn't sleep, they 
made such a racket scurrying about, 
and a number of them had to be shot 
by his private detective, which I didn't 
like. But to go back to the matter of 
expertise, I've been pestiferated ever 
since Sports Illustrated ran that article 
about Bond's weapons; you saw it, 

I'm sure - the one which told how I'd 
been persuaded to take Bond's .25 
Beretta away from him and make him 
use a 7.65mm Watther instead. That 
idea 

had originated with Geoffrey 
Boothroyd, a genuine expert, and 
since the article appeared I've had 
hundreds of letters from weapon 
maniacs - and they are maniacs; 
they're terrifying - and Boothroyd 
gets all those letters sent on to him, 

I never look at them; he deals with 
them himself or he doesn't. I wouldn't 
dream of attempting it. I'm just not 
sufficiently expert. 

PLAYBOY: Speaking of firearms, does 
it amuse you that your imaginative 
device of Bond's permissive double-0 
prefix - licensing him to kill - should 
be taken so seriously by your readers 
when, in fact, any intelligence agent 
may find it necessary to kill in the line 
of duty, and to that extent might 
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V PLAYBOY INTERVIEW 


be considered to have the right to 
do so? 

FLEMING: Well, though this was 
purely a fictional device to make 
Bond's particular job more interesting, 
the double-0 prefix is not so entirely 
invented as all that. I pinched the idea 
from the fact that, in the Admiralty, 
at the beginning of the War, all top- 
secret signals had the double-0 prefix. 
This was changed subsequently for 
the usual security reasons, but it stuck 
in my mind and I borrowed it for Bond 
and he got stuck with it. 

PLAYBOY: You've been criticised for 
being "obsessed" with violence in 
your books. Do you feel the charge is 
justified? 

FLEMING: The simple fact is that, 
like all fictional heroes who find a 
tremendous popular acceptance, Bond 
must reflect his own time. We live in a 
violent era, perhaps the most violent 
man has known. In our last War, thirty 
million people were killed. Of these, 
some six million were simply 
slaughtered, and most brutally. I 
hear it said that I invent fiendish 


exotic cars? 

FLEMING: Yes. I'd like to have a 
supercharged Bentley myself, but 
nowadays - I'm fifty-six, after all -1 like 
a car I can leave out in the street all 
night and which will start at once in 
the morning and still go a hundred 
miles an hour when you want it to 
and yet give a fairly comfortable ride. 

I can't be bothered with a car that 
needs tuning, or one that will give me 
a lot of trouble and expenditure. So 
I've had a Thunderbird for six years, 
and it's done me very well. In fact, 

I have two of them, the good two- 
seater and the less-good four-seater. 

I leave them both in the street, and 
when I get in and press the starter, 
off they go, which doesn't happen 
to a lot of motorcars. Now, the 
Studebaker supercharged Avanti is 
the same thing. It will start as soon 
as you get out in the morning; it has 
a very nice, sexy exhaust note and 
will do well over a hundred and has 
got really tremendous acceleration 
and much better, tighter road holding 
and steering than the Thunderbird. 


wanted to win. I was on my way to 
America with the Director of Naval 
Intelligence, Admiral Godfrey. We 
were in Estoril in Portugal, and while 
we were waiting for transport, we 
killed some time in the casino. While 
there, I recognised some German 
agents, and I thought it would be a 
brilliant coup to play with them, break 
them, take their money. Instead, 
of course, they took mine. Most 
embarrassing. This incident appears 
in Casino Royale, my first book - but, 
of course. Bond does not lose. In fact, 
he totally and coldly vanquishes his 
opponent. 

PLAYBOY: Casino Royale, and all of 
the other Bond books, have been 
written at your home in Jamaica. 

How did you happen to pick the West 
Indies as a creative hideaway. 
FLEMING: I first went to Jamaica on a 
Naval Intelligence assignment around 
1942 to meet with my American 
opposite numbers from the Office of 
Naval Intelligence to see if we could 
do something about the U-boat 
sinkings in the Caribbean. I stayed in 


called Goldeneye, a name I chose. 
PLAYBOY: Why? 

FLEMING: I had happened to be 
reading Reflections in a Golden 
Eye by Carson McCullers, and I'd 
been involved in an operation called 
Goldeneye during the 
War: the defence of Gibraltar, 
supposing that the Spaniards had 
decided to attack it; and I was 
deeply involved in the planning of 
countermeasures which would have 
been taken in that event. Anyway, 

I called my place Goldeneye. The 
alternative choice was Shamelady, 
which is the Jamaican name 
for the sensitive plant, the one which 
curls up when the leaves are touched. 
When I and a friend inspected the 
plot, we looked over the edge of the 
cliff, and there was the most beautiful 
naked Negress bathing in the waves, 
so I thought that Shamelady would 
be a good name for it - the whole 
thirty acres were covered with the 
plant - but it would have been a little 
bit too fancy. In any event, the house 
has been a great success. As you said, 



cruelties and tortures to which Bond is 
subjected. But no one who knows, as 
I know, the things that were done to 
captured secret agents in the last War 
says this. No one says it who knows 
what went on in Algeria. 

PLAYBOY: You said a moment ago 
that professional assassins "grow a 
sort of bug inside them after a bit." 
Does that include Bond? 

FLEMING: Yes, it does disturb Bond to 
kill people, even though he continues 
to get away with it - just as he 
continues to get away with driving 
conspicuous motorcars. 

PLAYBOY: In recent books you've had 
him driving a supercharged Bentley. 
Why did you pick this particular car 
for him? 

FLEMING: I probably chose the 
supercharged Bentley because 
Amherst Villiers was and is a great 
friend of mine, and I knew something 
about it from my friendship with 
him. I put Bond into a Bentley simply 
because I like him to use dashing, 
interesting things. 

PLAYBOY: Do you share his taste for 


Excellent disk brakes, too. I've cut a 
good deal of time off the run between 
London and Sandwich in the Avanti, 
on braking power alone. 

So I'm very pleased with it for the 
time being. 

PLAYBOY: Unlike Bond, you say you 
are bored by guns, and you don't 
drive an exotic vintage car. Do you 
share, at least, his passion for casino 
gambling? 

FLEMING: I do like to gamble. I play 
bridge for what might be called 
serious stakes. I like chemin de fer. I 
play at clubs here in London, private 
clubs. And I may go to Le Touquet, 
places like that on the Continent. 

I like to think that I am reasonably 
competent at the gaming tables - we 
all think so, I suppose - but still, I win 
as much as I lose, or a bit more. I like 
that, which I suppose demonstrates 
that I am not a true compulsive 
gambler, because the compulsive 
gambler doesn't care much whether 
he wins or loses. He is interested 
primarily in the "action." I remember 
one occasion on which I very much 


the good old Myrtle Bank Hotel, and 
it poured every day - and I loved every 
minute of it. I'd never been in the 
topics before and I thought they were 
wonderful, as I suppose any Scotsman 
would. I was determined that at the 
end of the War I'd come back and 
find a plot and build a house and live 
in it whenever I could. It's worked out 
like that. When I went back in 1946,1 
borrowed a car from a man called Sir 
William Stevenson, who was chief of 
our intelligence sen/ice in the States 
during the War; he had a house in 
Jamaica and I went round and finally 
I found this disused donkeys' race¬ 
course by the sea. I bought the race¬ 
course and I built on it a square of a 
house which I had designed while I 
was working in the Admiralty during 
the last two or three years of the War, 
looking forward to something more 
pleasant than the V-ls and V-2s. And 
I go there every year during January 
and February and a bit of March, 
and the whole thing's been a great 
success. It's by a little banana port 
called Oracabessa, and the house is 


I have written all my books there. 
PLAYBOY: Your books were often 
among those at the bedside of 
President Kennedy, who publicly 
declared himself an enthusiastic 
Bond fan. He was even said to have 
considered Bond his favourite fictional 
character. Did he ever tell you why? 
FLEMING: No, he didn't. In any case, I 
don't think Bond was President 
Kennedy's favourite fictional character; 
I think he was his favourite 
adventure character. But I think 
perhaps that Bond's sort of patriotic 
derring-do was in keeping with 
the President's own concept of 
endurance and courage and grace 
under pressure, and so on. Strangely 
enough, many politicians seem 
to like my books, I think perhaps 
because politicians like solutions, with 
everything properly tied up at the 
end. Politicians always hope for neat 
solutions, you know, but so rarely can 
they find them. 

□ 
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BY DAVID LEWIN 


PLAYBOYINTERVIEW SEAN CONNERY 

A CANDID CONVERSATION WITH JAMES BOND’S ACERBIC ALTER EGO 


The Bahamas have long been a favorite retreat for vacationing cosmopolites in 
search of a sunny sanctuary from the tumult of 20th Century city life. Those hapless 
hundreds who made the mistake of going to the islands last March, April or May, 
however, might well have wished they'd stayed at home, for the tiny archipelago 
was in a state of siege-occupied by an invading army of newspaper reporters, 
magazine writers and photographers from nearly every major publication in 
America, England, Europe, Canada, Australia and Japan; TV camera crews from 
ABC, NBC and B.B.C.; silk-suited press agents and swim-suited starlets; bit players, 
extras, make-up men, cinematographers, script girls, set designers, electricians and 
assorted hangers-on. The white beaches were festooned with cables and bristling 
with sound booms; the surf was aswarm with masked men in orange scuba suits 
armed with spear guns. Moored offshore were a small fleet of futuristic two-man 
submarines and a huge, sleek, 95-mile-an-hour hydrofoil camouflaged in the shell 
of a luxury yacht. And the Olympic-size swimming pool of a nearby home was 
stocked with a school of tiger sharks. 

At the eye of this storm, surrounded most of the time by an adoring mob 
of 200 or more gaping tourists just beyond camera range, and visibly annoyed 
by all the adulation, was the man responsible for it all: Sean Connery, a sinewy, 
saturnine, 34-year-old Scotsman better known to the world's moviegoers as 
James Bond, Ian Fleming's indestructible superspy. Connery was there to film 
" Thunderball," a spectacular $5,500,000 production (set for world premiere next 
month) that promises to be the biggest of the celebrated Bond flicks. The first 
three- "Dr. No," "From Russia with Love " and ''Goldfinger''-have already been 
seen by 100,000,000 people; earned more than $75,000,000; spawned a spate of 
copycat spy movies and TV series; promoted a plethora of Bond-bred 007 products 
ranging from toothpaste, T-shirts, trench coats and golf clubs to nightgowns, 
attach£ cases, bedspreads, toiletries and even a toy transistor radio that turns into 
a rifle at the touch of a button. And together with the Fleming books-of which 
some 60,000,000 copies have been sold in 11 languages-they've inspired a rash 
of scholarly treatises purporting to assess the sexual and sociological implications of 
"the Bond syndrome ." They have also brought world-wide fame and considerable 
fortune to their leading man. Both, however, were slow in coming. 

In many ways the antithesis of his urbane, Eton-bred screen self, Connery 
is an earthy sort who prefers beer to brut blanc de blanc, poker to chemin de fer. 
Son of an Edinburgh millworker, he left school at 13 to earn his keep, mostly from 
hand to mouth, as a drayhorse driver, coffin polisher, lifeguard, seaman, artist's 
model, weltenA/eight boxer, printer's apprentice and finally as chorus boy in a road- 
company production of "South Pacific "-at $35 a week. His provincial head turned 
by "all that easy money," Connery thought better of an offer to exert himself as 
a professional soccer player and forthwith decided to carve out a career in show 
business. After months of earnest drama study, he began to find himself in demand 
for bit parts, then featured roles and finally leads in Shakespearean repertory theater 
(as Macbeth and Hotspur, among others) and in London telly plays (including the 
starring role in "Requiem for a Heavyweight"). Making the movie grade at 26, he 


was signed by 20th Century-Fox-only to languish inconspicuously in a series of 
forgettable films that culminated with a walk-on in "The Longest Day ." 

Then, in 1961, he got a call from a pair of American movie producers, Albert 
Broccoli and Harry Saltzman, to drop by their London office for a job interview. 
He went. Though he was still a relative unknown, the two men were sold on the 
spot by his "cocksure animal magnetism" and decided then and there to gamble 
$1,000,000 on his power to project that quality from the screen as the star of a 
property called "Dr. No." It turned out to be a wise investment. Within three 
weeks after the picture opened, Connery was receiving several thousand fan letters 
a week, and James Bond, the character he played with such sardonic self-assurance, 
was well on his way to becoming an international folk hero. Then came "From 
Russia with Love ," an even bigger hit, and finally the blockbuster "Goldfinger," 
which escalated the Bond boom into the box-office bonanza of the decade-and 
its protagonist not only into a first-magnitude superstar but also, in the opinion of 
many female fans, the reigning masculine sex symbol of the movies. 

There's only one flaw in the plot of this storybook saga of success: The 
subject doesn't like his role. Connery has acquitted himself creditably enough in 
two non-Bond pictures since the 007 series started ( "Mamie" and "Woman of 
Straw"), and the critics have been lavish in their praise for his performance in "The 
Hill ," his latest film (reviewed in this issue); but his public identification as Bond is 
so complete that the name of the character he plays is better known than his, and 
his face-not the one described by Fleming-is the one PLAYBOY used as a model 
for the illustrations that accompanied our exclusive prepublication serializations 
of the last three Bond books. Contracted to make two more 007 spylarks after 
" Thunderball " ( "On Her Majesty's Secret Service" and probably "You Only Live 
Twice "-both of them prepublished in PLAYBOY), Connery is ambivalent about his 
on-screen alter ego; though he told one reporter recently that "Bond's been good 
to me, so I shouldn't knock him ," he confessed that he's "fed up to here with the 
whole Bond bit ." 

In the hope of finding out more about the man behind the image, we 
approached his press representatives in London with our request for an exclusive 
interview. Our chances of getting to see him were none too good, they said, 
for Connery has become increasingly reluctant, in the clamorous months since 
"Goldfinger ," to talk to the press about Bond-or about anything else, for that 
matter. After a two-week wait, we repeated our request in a note addressed to 
his home, a former convent in a west London suburb where he lives with his wife, 
actress Diane Cilento, and their two children. He called us the next day and invited 
us to share a pint at a local pub. We did, and found him at first almost as reticent 
as reputed. But he began to unbend after a few more brews, and before long was 
talking to us more freely, frankly and fully than he ever has before for publication. A 
few weeks later we joined him between scenes during the filming of "Thunderball" 
in the Bahamas, where we sat on set and completed our conversations-which had 
dwelled at length on the very subject we'd been warned he wouldn't discuss: 
James Bond. 


PLAYBOY: How do you account for 
the phenomenal success of the Bond 
books and films? 

CONNERY: Well, timing had a lot to do 
with it. Bond came on the scene after 
the War, at a time when people were 
fed up with rationing and drab times 
and utility clothes and a predominately 
gray color in life. Along comes this 
character who cuts right through all 
that like a very hot knife through butter, 
with his clothing and his cars and his 
wine and his women. Bond, you see, is 
a kind of present-day survival kit. Men 
would like to imitate him--or at least 
his success--and women are excited by 
him. 

PLAYBOY: Would you like to imitate 
him yourself? 

CONNERY: His redeeming features, 
I suppose. His self-containment, his 
powers of decision, his ability to carry 
on through till the end and to survive. 
There's so much social welfare today 
that people have forgotten what it is to 
make their own decisions rather than 
to leave them to others. So Bond is a 
welcome change. 

PLAYBOY: Have you acquired any of 
these traits since you began playing 
him? 

CONNERY: I like to think I acquired 
them before Bond. But I am much 


more experienced as a film actor; that's 
for sure. And I do play golf now, which 
I never did before. I started after Dr. 
No, not so much because Bond and 
Fleming were golfers, but because 
I couldn't play football as much as I 
used to, and golf is a game you can 
play until you're 90. 

PLAYBOY: Do you share any of Bond's 
other sporting tastes? 

CONNERY: Well, I gamble-not chemin 
de fer, however; poker mostly, which 
I played hard when I was touring in 
South Pacific. And, like Bond, I'm fond 
of swimming, but on the surface. All 
this stuff underwater with bottles 
of oxygen strapped to one's back in 
Thunderball doesn't thrill me to bits. I 
have a fear of sharks and barracudas, 
and I have no hesitation at all in 
admitting it. It's not that I'm allergic to 
them-it's just plain fear. 

PLAYBOY: Do you have any expertise, 
as Bond has, with guns and cars? 
CONNERY: Well, I've driven 

competition cars and I've had 
experience with guns, because I was an 
armorer in the navy. But I know nothing 
about espionage and sniperscopes and 
that sort of thing. What had to be 
seized on, in playing a special agent 
like Bond, were certain immediates 
such as dress, physical ability, humor, 


coolness in dangerous situations . . . 
PLAYBOY: And masterfulness with 
women? 

CONNERY: Well, yes. I've had a 
certain amount of experience in that 
field, I suppose. But I've never been a 
womanizer, as Fleming called Bond. Of 
course, one never loses the appetite 
or appreciation for a pretty girl, even 
though one does not indulge it. I still 
like the company of women-but then, 
I like the company of men, too. They 
offer a different sort of fun, of course. 
But I do not have a retrospective 
appetite for the women in my past. 
PLAYBOY: There are critics of Fleming 
who claim that Bond's appeal is based 
solely on sex, sadism and snobbery; yet 
his defenders, most notably Kingsley 
Amis, find Bond a repository of such 
admirable qualities as toughness, 
loyalty and perseverance. How do you 
see him? 

CONNERY: He is really a mixture of all 
that the defenders and the attackers 
say he is. When I spoke about Bond 
with Fleming, he said that when the 
character was conceived. Bond was 
a very simple, straightforward, blunt 
instrument of the police force, a 
functionary who would carry out his job 
rather doggedly. But he also had a lot 
of idiosyncrasies that were considered 


snobbish-such as a taste for special 
wines, et cetera. But if you take Bond 
in the situations that he is constantly 
involved with, you see that it is a very 
hard, high, unusual league that he 
plays in. Therefore he is quite right in 
having all his senses satisfied—be it 
sex, wine, food or clothes-because 
the job, and he with it, may terminate 
at any minute. But the virtues that 
Amis mentions-loyalty, honesty-are 
there, too. Bond doesn't chase married 
women, for instance. Judged on that 
level, he comes out rather well. 
PLAYBOY: Do you think he's sadistic? 
CONNERY: Bond is dealing with rather 
sadistic adversaries who dream up 
pretty wild schemes to destroy, maim 
or mutilate him. He must retaliate in 
kind; otherwise it's who's kidding who. 
PLAYBOY: Do women find you more 
attractive since you started playing 
Bond? 

CONNERY: I suppose they do, because 
they're bound to mix up the man 
with the image. I get a lot of pretty 
strange letters from women saying 
all sorts of things. I just hand them 
over to my secretary for a formal 
acknowledgment. If I actually started 
to behave to any woman the way Bond 
does, she'd run like a jack rabbit-or 
send for the police. 
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PLAYBOY: This brings up a point raised 
by many of Fleming's critics: While 
conceding that Bond's adventures are 
entertaining, they denounce him as a 
caricature of sex appeal, and his erotic 
exploits as impossibly farfetched. Do 
you feel that's valid? 

CONNERY: No, I don't The main 
concern for an actor or a writer is not 
believability but the removal of time, 
as I see it. Because I really think the 
only occasions you really are enjoying 
yourself, being happy, swinging, as 
they say, are when you don't know 
what time it is-when you're totally 
absorbed in a play, a film or a party and 
you don't know what time it is or how 
long it has been going on; then you'll 
usually find there is contentment and 
happiness. When an artist can suspend 
time like that for an audience, he has 
succeeded. It doesn't really matter, I 
think, whether it is ''believable'' or 
not. The believability comes afterward; 
or it doesn't. If you want to question 
it afterward, that's up to you. But 
the writer's and the actor's job is to 
remove time-while you're still in the 
book or the theater. That's exactly 
what Fleming achieved for millions of 


PLAYBOY: In any case. Dr. No turned 
out to be a hit, and you found yourself 
under contract for a series-exactly 
what you said you wanted to avoid. 
CONNERY: Yes-but it allows me to 
make other films, and I have only two 
more Bonds to do. 

PLAYBOY: Which ones? 

CONNERY: On Her Majesty's Secret 
Service and possibly You Only Live 
Twice. They would like to startOn Her 
Majesty's Secret Service in Switzerland 
in January, but I'm not sure I'll be free 
in time and I don't want to rush it, 
although they say the snow will be 
at its best then. I'm not going to rush 
anything anymore. 

PLAYBOY: We'll be looking forward 
to both films—especially since we 
were fortunate enough to serialize 
both books exclusively prior to their 
hardcover publication. Do you think 
the success of the series will continue 
to snowball? 

CONNERY: Well, it's a healthy market 
and it has been maintained because 
each succeeding film has got bigger 
and the gimmicks trickier. But we have 
to be careful where we go next, because 
I think withThunderball we've reached 


typecast? 

CONNERY: Let me straighten you out 
on this. The problem in interviews 
of this sort is to get across the fact, 
without breaking your arse, that one 
is not Bond, that one was functioning 
reasonably well before Bond, and that 
one is going to function reasonably 
well after Bond. There are a lot of 
things I did before Bond-like playing 
the classics on stage-that don't seem 
to get publicized. So you see, this Bond 
image is a problem in a way and a bit 
of a bore, but one has just got to live 
with it. 

PLAYBOY: How do you spend your 
new-found wealth? 

CONNERY: Well, I bought a 
secondhand Jaguar, and I bought the 
house I now live in, with about an acre 
of land; but I don't invest in land, and 
I don't have a lot of servants-just a 
secretary and a nanny for the children. 
Old habits die hard. Even today, when I 
have a big meal in a restaurant. I'm still 
conscious that the money I'm spending 
is equal to my dad's wages for a week. 
I just can't get over that, even though 
I sign the bill and don't actually pay in 
cash. But I still prefer the feel of real 


SEAN CONNERY 

quite late in deciding to become an 
actor, you see-around 22-and most 
people by that time have already had a 
few years at their job, or contemplating 
it. So I didn't expect it soon. Everything 
I've done has had to be accomplished 
in my own cycle, my own time, on my 
own behalf, and with my own sweat. 
PLAYBOY: At this point in your career, 
as you pause between Thunderball 
and On Her Majesty's Secret Service, 
do you feel that the Bond boom, apart 
from making you rich and famous, has 
changed you as a man or as an actor in 
any fundamental way? 

CONNERY: No, I'm what I always 
have been: a Scot, a bit introspective; 
I don't tell lies and I prefer straight 
dealing. I don't lose my temper often, 
except at incompetence-my own or 
others'. Or when I play golf badly. But 
I never lose my temper at work; if I 
have a row there I have a head like ice. 
I have learned to rely on myself-and to 
keep my own counsel-since I started 
earning at 13. Like all Celts, I have 
my moods, and I'm not particularly 
generous with them. I rather like to 
keep them to myself; but if people 
want to infringe on a mood they are 



readers; and that's what I've tried to 
achieve in the Bond films. 

PLAYBOY: Did you do any research on 
Bond before you made Dr. No? 
CONNERY: Not really. I had read Live 
and Let Die a few years before, and I'd 
met Fleming a couple of times and we 
had discussed Bond; but that's all. 
PLAYBOY: What were your 

impressions of Fleming? 

CONNERY: He had great energy and 
curiosity and he was a marvelous man 
to talk to and have a drink with because 
of the many wide interests he had. 
What made him a success and caused 
all the controversy was that his writing 
was such good journalism. He always 
contrived extraordinary situations and 
arranged extravagant meetings for his 
characters, and he always knew his 
facts. He was always madly accurate, 
and this derived from his curiosity. 
When he was discussing anything, like 
how a truck worked or a machine or 
a permutation at bridge, there was 
a brain at work and an enormous 
amount of research involved; it wasn't 
just a lot of drivel he was talking. That's 
what I admired most about him-his 
energy and his curiosity. 


the limit as far as size and gimmicks 
are concerned. In Thunderball we have 
Bond underwater for about 40 percent 
of the time, and there is a love scene 
underwater, and attacks by aquaparas 
from the sky, and two-man submarines 
under the sea, and Bond is menaced by 
sharks. Instead of the Aston Martin we 
have a hydrofoil disguised as a cabin 
cruiser, and Bond escapes with a self- 
propelling jet set attached to his back. 
So all the gimmicks now have been 
done. And they are expected. What 
is needed now is a change of course- 
more attention to character and better 
dialog. 

PLAYBOY: As you know, there is a rival 
Bond film in the works-Casino Royale, 
to be made by another company- 
in which someone else is expected 
to play Bond. What are your feelings 
about that? 

CONNERY: Actually, I'd find it 
interesting to see what someone else 
does with it. Lots of people could 
play him. No reason at all why they 
shouldn't. 

PLAYBOY: Still, you are the one 
identified as Bond in the public mind. 
Aren't you concerned about being 


money to a checkbook. And I'm still 
the sort of fellow who hates to see a 
light left on in a room when no one 
is there. 

PLAYBOY: At one time you considered 
becoming a professional football player 
instead of an actor. What decided you 
against it? 

CONNERY: Mainly because I was 
already in South Pacific when I got this 
offer to sign up as a pro footballer. I 
really wanted to accept, because I'd 
always loved the game. But I stopped 
to assess it, and I asked myself, well, 
what's the length of a footballer's 
career? When a top-class player is 
30 he's over the hill. So I decided to 
become an actor instead, because I 
wanted something that would last, and 
because it was fun. I'd no experience 
whatever and hadn't even been on a 
stage before, but it turned out to be 
one of my more intelligent moves. 
PLAYBOY: Yet the big break with 
Bond didn't come for nine years, until 
you were 31. Were you beginning 
to wonder whether you'd made the 
wrong choice? 

CONNERY: No, I never doubted that 
the break would come eventually. I was 


welcome to any part of it. I suppose 
you could say I am more introvert than 
extrovert. The extrovert side is in my 
work. 

PLAYBOY: As a nonextrovert, does 
it make you uncomfortable to be the 
object of so much world-wide press 
coverage and public adulation? 
CONNERY: To be quite honest, yes. 
I find that fame tends to turn one 
from an actor and a human being 
into a piece of merchandise, a public 
institution. Well, I don't intend to 
undergo that metamorphosis. This is 
why I fight so tenaciously to protect 
my privacy, to keep interviews like this 
one to an absolute minimum, to fend 
off prying photographers who want 
to follow me around and publicize my 
every step and breath. The absolute 
sanctum sanctorum is my home, which 
is and will continue to be only for me, 
my wife, my family and my friends. I 
do not and shall not have business 
meetings there or acquaintances or 
journalists. When I work, I work my full 
stint, but I must insist that my private 
life remain my own. I don't think that's 
too much to ask. 

□ 
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BY STEPHEN REBELLO 

PLWBOYINTERVIEW PIERCE BROSNAN 


A CANDID CONVERSATION WITH THE MAN WHO PLAYED BOND ABOUT LIFE AFTER 007, 
REINVENTING HIMSELF IN HOLLYWOOD AND HOW HARDSHIP CHANGES YOU 


Pierce Brosnan was recently informed that his martinis will no longer be 
shaken or stirred because the holders of the James Bond franchise want a 
new and younger 007. And yet r sipping champagne at his Hawaiian home 
overlooking the Pacific, Brosnan, hardly a codger at 52, acts as if having been 
released from Bondage was the best thing that ever happened to him No 
wonder: He has a regular spot on various magazines? lists of the era?s sexiest 
and best-looking people, and his latest performance?in the dark comedy The 
Matador?has won acclaim at Sundance and the Toronto Film Festival. This is his 
opportunity to reinvent 

himself, and he claims he?s tak/ng advantage of it Best known as 
everyone?s favorite post?Sean Connery Bond, Brosnan has a diverse set of films 
to his credit , ranging from Mars Attacksl to Dante?s Peak to After the Sunset 
Through his film production company, Irish DreamTime , launched in 1996, he 
also developed, produced and co-starred in the 1999 remake of The Thomas 
Crown Affair, with Rene Russo, and Laws of Attraction, with Julianne Moore, in 
2004 

An only child, Brosnan grew up near Dublin His father, a carpenter, 
abandoned him and his mother when Brosnan was an infant. His mother 
moved to England to study nursing, leaving her baby with her parents, both of 
whom died when Brosnan was six years old He then lived with a succession 
of family members and friends and attended a harsh and punitive Catholic 
school until, at 11 f he was reunited with his mother in London. There he was 
an indifferent student until he entered the Drama Centre and found his calling. 
Brosnan jumped to the big screen in 1980 with small roles in The Long Good 


Friday and The Mirror Crack?d. Moving to Hollywood in 1982 , he landed what 
became a five-season stint on television as the slick private eye Remington 
Steele. In 1986, with Steele going strong, public opinion polls about potential 
James Bonds put Brosnan ahead of such other stars as Tom Seiteck, Jeremy Irons 
and Mel Gibson But Brosnan was contractually stuck on TV. it took nine years, 
but the public finally got what it wanted when Brosnan was cast as 007 in 
19957s GoldenEye. His four Bond films went on to earn nearly $ 7.5 billion. 

In 1980 he married Cassandra Harris, an Australian. From a previous 
marriage t Harris had two young children, whom Brosnan adopted, and the 
couple had one son together. Harris died of cancer in 199 7 with her husband at 
her bedside. In 2001 Brosnan married Keely Shaye Smith, an environmentalist 
and former actress, with whom he has two sons. We sent Contributing Editor 
Stephen Rebelio, who last interviewed Ewan McGregor for PLAYBOY, to sit 
down with Brosnan at his estate on Kauai?s north shore. His report: ?Besides 
his wife, Brosnan was surrounded by a group of gorgeous female friends and 
staff?he calls them the mermaids? who discreetly buzzed around the place, 
making sure there was plenty of food and champagne. You can?t walk away 
unimpressed, and I don?t mean just by the gracious house and lush grounds. 
Brosnan is absurdly good-looking and comes off as a bright, decent guy who 
has reached a place in his life where his work and his psyche are opening up in 
exciting ways. He is unassuming and friendly and very much aware of the great 
challenges ahead of him. After a decade of politically correct Bond movies, he 
seems extremely happy to have reclaimed his balls ? 


PLAYBOY; Were you ready to step 
down as James Bond? 

BROSNAN; it would have been a 
trip to do another one. I prepared 
myself to do it, I psyched myself. 

But they have set sail. They made 
their decision. They want to reinvent 
it and make it a period piece. They 
want to get a younger guy. 
PLAYBOY: How does it feel to be 
told that you're too old? 

BROSNAN: It was kind of shocking 
to have ageism come on me when I 
was just getting started. It's shocking 
to be told that you're too old, that 
you're past your sell-by date. 
PLAYBOY; Do we detect some 
bitterness? 

BROSNAN; It's bloody frustrating 
that the fuckers pulled out the rug 
when they did. It was like, "Come 
on, we're family here. You talk about 
being a family. You knew my late 
wife; you know my family now. Yet 
I get a call from my agents at five 
in the afternoon in the Bahamas, 
and I hear that you've shut down 
negotiations because you don't 
know how, where or which way 
to go and that you'll call me next 
Friday?" What can I say? It's cold, 
it's juvenile, and it shouldn't be done 
like that, not after 10 years and four 
films. 

PLAYBOY; After the initial shock did 
you feel a sense of relief? 

BROSNAN: Later, yes, I had a 
wonderful feeling of liberation: 

"Ahhhh, I'm free of it," 111 always 
be known as Bond, but now I don't 
have the responsibility of being an 
ambassador for a small country ruled 
by a character, 

PLAYBOY: How do you assess your 


Bond films? 

BROSNAN: All the movies made 
money. Creatively, maybe, they could 
have been stronger, but they were 
Bond movies, and they advanced a 
certain degree out of the doldrums 
where they had been. They were 
tricky to do. I never really felt as 
though I nailed it. As soon as they 
put me into the suit and tie and gave 
me those lines of dialogue, 1 felt 
restricted. It was like the same old 
same old. I was doing Roger Moore 
doing Sean Connery doing George 
Lazenby. I felt as if l were doing a 
period piece that had been dusted 
off. They never really took the risks 
they should have. 

PLAYBOY; Do you regret joining 
the series just when Bond became 
politically correct and all the sex and 
rowdy fun was toned down? 
BROSNAN; It was sad to pick 
up the reins and then have these 
restrictions. It would have been great 
to light up and smoke cigarettes, for 
instance. It would have been great 
to have the killing a little bit more 
real and not wussed down. My boys 
watch the movies on DVD, so I see 
them from time to time. I see myself 
with nowhere to go, and it's all 
rather bland. 

PLAYBOY: Do you agree that there 
were missed opportunities for sex, 
such as with Halle Berry in Die 
Another Day? 

BROSNAN: It would have been great 
to have sex scenes that were right on 
the button. I remember doing a sex 
scene with Halle. I mean frolicking 
in the bed and there was director 
Lee Tamahori right under the sheets 
with us like some mad Kiwi, saying. 


"All right, now, where are you going 
to put your hands? Where are you 
going to grab her?" I said excitedly, 
"Is this how you're going to shoot it? 
Are you going to bring the camera 
in under the sheets?" If only, man, 
if only. The way we ended up doing 
it was almost like the old days in 
Hollywood; kissing the girl but still 
having your feet on the floor 
PLAYBOY: Who, for you, is the Bond 
girl who got away? 

BROSNAN; Monica Bellucci is 
a ravishing beauty: a gorgeous, 
gorgeous woman. She screentested 
to be a Bond girl a while back, and 
the fools said no. Teri Hatcher stole 
the day instead. Uma Thurman is 
another magnificent beauty and a 
fine actress. We've come around 
to talking about a sequel to The 
Thomas Crown Affair. Again it's a 
love story and a romance, but this 
time it's not going to be with Rene 
Russo. So we?ve been thinking 
about women, and there are just 
stunning women out there. 
PLAYBOY: In the early 1960's you 
went to a Catholic boys' school in 
Navan, Ireland run by 
Christian Brothers. 

BROSNAN: I could never understand 
getting the shit kicked out of 
me while trying to say the "Our 
Father" just because some Christian 
Brother had a bee in his bonnet 
that day. I watched another kid who 
came late to school get thumped 
up against the door. These men 
were deeply frustrated. They were 
sexually repressed-buttoned down, 
hammered and shackled. Yet other 
people speak highly of them. I never 
had any bad sexual encounters. I was 


never molested. I never knew of any 
boys who were molested, so I cannot 
speak of such grave ills against the 
innocent. 

PLAYBOY: Given that repressive 
environment, when did you first 
discover sex? 

BROSNAN: Some Irish go from 
that sexual repression to violence 
and drink, while some go to great 
heights. I left Ireland when I was 
11, and at that point I had hardly 
any sexual understanding of life. I 
was innocent. Nobody even spoke 
of where babies come from, I never 
saw any sexuality at all because I 
was living with my grandparents and 
an aunt and uncle, and that was 
all behind closed doors. I learned it 
all when I went to England. Before 
that it never crossed my mind. 

When you're fearful in life, when 
you have a childhood like that, 
when you have such a transient 
lifestyle at such a young age and 
a Ioss?an abandonment or, better 
word, separation, it closes down a 
huge part of your growth rhythms, 
including your sexual awareness. I 
think it makes sense that it represses 
the libido, which at that tender age 
should be blossoming mischievously, 
curiously and with wild abandon. 
Once I discovered my dick, however, 
it was the best thing ever. I have 
my geography teacher to thank. 

She wore these beautiful cashmere 
sweaters and tight skirts. She had 
blonde bobbed hair, a beautiful ass, 
a beautiful tummy and nice curved 
thighs, i wasn't quite sure where 
they all came together, what that 
meant or what it looked like, so 
unfortunately it was nothing more 
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V PLAYBOY INTERVIEW 


than fantasies. But the fantasies 
were colorful She brought out the 
happy smile on my young face, she 
and Barbara Windsor, the blonde 
who starred in the Carry On movies 
in the 1960's, Barbara Windsor's tits. 
I've always had a soft spot in my 
heart for them. Ah r yes H Barbara's 
boobies. 

PLAYBOY: Did they remain your 
templates for sexy women? 
BROSNAN: That geography teacher 
did it, really, the tall blonde. 
PLAYBOY: Did any other famous 
blondes attract you? 

BROSNAN: Jessica Lange. I've 
always been extremely attracted to 
her. I just love the way she moves, 
and she's got a fine body and an 
even greater talent. I've also always 
loved brown-eyed girls, like in the 
Van Morrison song. 

PLAYBOY: Did you dress and talk 
like cool guys from the movies in 
those days? 

BROSNAN: Actually the first movie 
I saw was a James Bond, Goldfinger, 


could crawl up your thigh. With 
Carol it never went beyond that 
because there was a dreadful fear of 
a b-a-b-y, which put the fear of God 
in me. 

PLAYBOY: When did you know that 
you wanted to act? 

BROSNAN: I had no idea what I 
was going to do. My first real job 
in London after I left school at 15 
or 16 was as a trainee commercial 
artist. I just thought being an artist 
was a groovy thing to do. Through 
art I could delve into any pain and 
put down my anger, frustration and 
seething resentment of the fuckers 
who had tried to buckle me up and 
shackle me down. I finally got a 
job in a tiny studio in Putney I had 
a shit education but managed to 
bullshit my way into this studio for 
some reason. They had about five 
artists. I got £ 10 a week to water 
the spider plants, make the tea and 
draw straight lines. They called me 
Pierce. I was no longer called Irish. 
When I became a trainee commercial 


knew this was a place where I could 
talk about movies, photography, 
the Super 8 stuff. I had long hair, 
an earring, a little goatee and a big 
army coat, which was groovy at the 
time, I joined this workshop in which 
we all lay down on the floor and 
hummed, then got up and wandered 
around the room with our eyes 
dosed feeling one another's faces 
and bodies. Well, fuck me, man If 
this is acting, I'll take some of this. 
You know, there were beautiful girls. 
You'd think, I'd like to go over there 
and have a grope with her, 
PLAYBOY: Did the groping continue 
outside of class? 

BROSNAN: I met wonderful girls 
there, ballet dancers, actresses. 

The first girl I slept with was this 
gorgeous, voluptuous girl, Harriet. 
She was Botero-esque, She thought 
I was like a lightning bolt in her 
world, and I liked being a lightning 
bolt. I took it and ran with it for all it 
was worth. But mostly I was focused 
on my career. The plays we did were 


American wife, three American 
sons; it's time to raise the hand. I'll 
probably be buried in this soil. I want 
to have a vote. It's as simple as that, 
PLAYBOY: What does your home in 
Hawaii represent in your life? 
BROSNAN: If represents hard work, 
first and foremost, and a decade of 
having done Bond. It also represents 
a certain lifestyle that grounds me 
as an actor. I can get away and 
recover from it all. This is a very 
powerful part of the world. I love 
throwing parties here. The girls here 
are incredible fire dancers. On some 
nights we have beautiful girls out 
here on that lawn with the big moon 
shining behind them. 

PLAYBOY: Very James Bond 
BROSNAN: i' a sensualist. I would 
be lost without the ability to look 
at life in a sensuous way or having 
sensuality around me. I love the 
beauty of the world around me, the 
beauty and power of both men and 
women, I like music, movies, art, 
poetry. I like the good things in life. 



in 1964. Before that there wasn't 
enough money for me to go to the 
movies. Even then, movies didn't 
really kick in for me until around 
Bonnie and Clyde in 1967, so it was 
Warren Beatty, Clint Eastwood and 
Steve McQueen, The heat went up 
a bit then in the culture. That whole 
era was coming to its apex, I became 
a mod but a mod without a Vespa. I 
couidn?t afford one, I had a bicycle, 
but you can't go around dressed like 
a mod and ride a bicycle, 

PLAYBOY: When did you have your 
first sexual experience? 

BROSNAN: I was 16 or 17. Up 
until that point I'd had a girlfriend, 
Carol was her name, my first love. 
She was in South London. With 
her it was just kissing and fondling, 
discovering breasts and speaking of 
love on her doorstep and upstairs 
in her bedroom while her parents 
were shopping. There was no loss 
of virginity, just a broken heart and 
an innocent romance. At that point 
I used to think sperm had legs, they 


artist, I wanted to do album covers. 
The music scene had just popped 
I'd get to go to the Lyceum and see 
Pink Floyd in concert and then go 
back to a buddy's house. We d get 
an old projector, put some oil paint 
on it, make a little mandala on the 
wail and play our own kind of show. 
We'd lie down and smoke a bit of 
hash, 

PLAYBOY: When did you first try 
acting? 

BROSNAN: My mother remarried a 
great man, William Carmichael, who 
is my father to this 
day. I was 15 or 16, living with my 
parents, and i had this job and some 
money, and I began to find books 
and literature. One day I was making 
a cup of tea for all the guys at work, 

I was talking to one of them, a guy 
from the photo studio upstairs. 

He mentioned the Oval House, an 
experimental theater where he was 
doing workshops. Two days later 
I went, I wasn't going there to be 
an actor, but I loved movies and I 


very experimental. Once I realized I 
enjoyed acting, I thought I'd better 
get an education in it. I thought I 
had better learn technique, to figure 
out what was behind the book 
covers. At 18 or 19 I auditioned for 
all the big drama schools, i mean, 

I was a lightning bolt. Harriet said 
so. At my first audition I was so 
lightning-boltish that I literally fell 
off the stage from nerves. For my 
next audition, at Drama Centre, I 
went with a bit more humility and 
got in with a scholarship. I was just 
glad someone had accepted me, 
that someone wanted me. During 
my three years of drama school I met 
one girl, fell in love with her and was 
with her the whole time. 

PLAYBOY: You became an American 
citizen last year. Why? 

BROSNAN: Having lived in this 
country for 23 years, I have a great 
love of America. It embraced me, 
and I've been very lucky here. 

Well, I thought, if not now, when 
will I become a citizen? 1 have an 


They don' have to be worth millions. 
They can be the simple things, good 
food, wine, the simple sensuality of 
life. 

PLAYBOY: And sex? 

BROSNAN: Sex is quite necessary. 
Sometimes it's great, sometimes not 
so great Sometimes we Don't meet 
the mark, maybe, but it's all part of 
being human. 

PLAYBOY: Now that the interview 
is over, what happens next? Do 
the girls start fire dancing in the 
moonlight? 

BROSNAN: As you can see, there 
are lovely ladies all around the 
house, the mermaids. When you 
leave, I will say to them, "Come 
in here and take your clothes off, 
girls." My wife said I 
could do that, and I don't want to 
disappoint her. 


□ 
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PLAYBOYINTERVIEW DANIEL CRAIG 


A CANDID CONCERSATION WITH THE BEST JAMES BOND IN YEARS ABOUT THE NEW DARKER 007, 
LIFE AFTER A BLOCKBUSTER AND WHY HE'S THE ANTI-ADVENTURE JUNKIE 


Daniel Craig has earned his license to kill. When it was announced that he 
would replace Pierce Brosnan as James Bond , the near -universal reaction was 
outrage. Bond fans in the U.K , went so far as to launch a website that included 
doctored photos of Craig as Vladimir Putin and Al Bundy and called for a boycott 
of the actor ; The press skewered him as "Bland, James Bland." 

But then came Craig's performance as Bond in Casino Royale, arguably one of 
the best 007 pictures , The new Bond was favorably compared to the legendary, 
adored Sean Connery, who also sang Craig's praises. Craig's former critics ate 
crow, admitting he was the first to truly capture Bond creator Ian Fleming's 
dark, occasionally vicious characterization. The Boston Globe wrote, "The most 
mocked of Bonds is now fast on his way to generating perhaps the best reviews 
of anyone in the 007 club for his brutal and engrossing performance." 

The film grossed nearly $600 million , trouncing earlier 007 films and setting 
the bar high for Quantum of Solace, the new Bond installment opening this 
month. In the movie , which picks up an hour after Casino Royale leaves off, 
Craig f 40, is back—moodier and more pissed off than ever. Bond's overriding 
modus operand!: revenge, following the murder of Vesper, his lover in the earlier 
film , 

Craig is from Chester, England, where his father was a merchant seaman 
and owned a pub called Ring O' Bells. After his parents split, in 1972, Craig was 
raised by his mother, an art teacher, in Liverpool He left school at 16 to study 
at the National Youth Theater in London. He earned his living as a waiter and 
enrolled in the Guildhall School of Music & Drama at the Barbican, where he 


studied alongside Ewan McGregor and Joseph Fiennes. He graduated in 1991. 

When Craig was selected to play Bond, much was made about his size (at 
five-foot-11, he's the shortest Bond), his piercing blue eyes and his hair color (he's 
the first blond). But he has subsequently been crowned one of the sexiest men 
by Elle magazine. And apparently he'll soon leave bachelorhood behind: He is 
romantically linked to Satsuki Mitchell the actress who accompanied him to the 
Casino Royate world premiere. He has a teenage daughter, Ella, from a previous 
marriage. 

Soon after Craig completed the filming of Quantum of Solace in Italy Australia 
and South America, Playboy sent contributing editor David Sheff, who recently 
interviewed Fareed Zakaria for the magazine, to meet Craig in London. Sheff 
reports: "When I arrived in the U.K ., a customs agent asked if l was there on 
business or pleasure, t explained I was in town to interview Daniel Craig t at which 
point her mood swung from chilly and suspicious to swooning. 'Oh my God,'she 
said, almost hyperventilating. 'His photo's near my bed. He's the sexiest.' 

"He's also an impressive actor, as I was reminded before the interview when 
I attended screenings of Quantum of Solace and Defiance, in which Craig plays 
one of three brothers who hide, and save, hundreds of Betarusan Jews from 
Hitler's local collaborators. The contrast between the roles couldn't have been 
more extreme, but Craig rose to the occasion in both the action-adventure 
and dramatic films. "And yes, he's charming and suave. He drank coffee, not 
martinis, but he's Bond-tike even in blue jeans instead of a Brioni suit." 


PLAYBOY: You had to prove yourself 
in your first James Bond film, but this 
time expectations are high. Does that 
add to the pressure? 

CRAIG: It's a very high-class problem 
to have, I suppose. The reverse would 
have been just awful. Had Casino 
Royale failed, everybody would 
have been insecure: the studio, the 
producers—everybody. Me. 
PLAYBOY: Is the bar set too high? 
CRAIG; Well, we had to do better. 
And I was keen on taking it to new 
places. 

PLAYBOY: In Casino Royale your 
Bond, a brand-new double-0 agent, 
is less polished and more ruthless 
than in the -earlier films. Was that 
intentional? 

CRAIG: It was. For that movie my 
feeling was he should look like the 
man who had yet to make his first 
kill I wanted to play around with the 
flaws in his character. It was much 
more interesting than having him be 
perfect and polished and so suave 
as to be flawless. I got most of my 
inspiration from Ian Fleming's books. 
I reread them. In the books Bond is 
suave and sophisticated, yes—Sean 
Connery really nailed it—but there's 
also a flawed aspect of Bond. In 
the novels he is quite a depressive 
character. When he's not working, 
he's at his worst. 

PLAYBOY: How about you? Are 
you at your worst when you're not 
working? 


CRAIG: I'm not that bad, but I can 
relate. What's there when we're home 
alone with ourselves? The deeper, 
darker stuff comes out. I'm fine when 
l J m not working, but I feel happiest 
working, yes. 

PLAYBOY: Is the darkness in your 
Bond more reflective of Fleming's 
character or you? 

CRAIG: Probably both. It's probably 
a reflection of where I am in my life 
and also my cinematic influences. 
PLAYBOY: Which are? 

CRAIG: The psychological thrillers 
of the 1960s and 1970s, British 
spy movies like those with Michael 
Caine and the early Bonds like From 
Russia With Love. They have a huge 
amount of style but are tense and 
taut and deal with emotion. To make 
it interesting I had to bring those 
emotions in. Otherwise I'd go insane. 
PLAYBOY: Compared with his 
predecessors, your Bond doesn't rely 
as much on ejection seats, jet packs 
and exploding pens. 

CRAIG: We've kept it all a bit 
more low-fi I've got nothing 
against gadgets, but these days 
we're surrounded by them If you 
want gadgets, pick up a gadget 
magazine. The stuff you can buy 
over the counter is insane. For $300 
you can listen to a conversation 
three miles away while watching 
somebody in infrared. People aren't 
that impressed with it anymore. It's 
normal. Whereas with the earlier 


films, people were stunned to 
see the fantasy gadgets. In fact, 
the early films actually influenced 
technology we now have. 

PLAYBOY: Bond also influenced 
the culture with his sexual double 
entendres 

CRAIG: Yes, That's all Fleming. In 
my imagination, Fleming—sitting 
in his home, the Goldeneye in 
Jamaica, with his cigarette holder, 
his 80 cigarettes a day, drinking 
martinis—wrote religiously. He'd 
get up in the morning, write and 
then have cocktails in the afternoon. 
His wordplay, including the double 
entendres, was part of his life I 
can imagine the conversation at his 
dinner parties, the quips thrown 
about, the jokes. Pussy Galore. These 
days I don't think you can make puns 
as easily as in those days. We don't 
do it naturally anymore. Now a pun's 
a bad joke. In fact, in the movie we 
had to be careful of them. They've 
been sent up in such a way that 
they almost ring like parody. Austin 
Powers did them in the extreme. So 
making a Bond movie, you have to 
keep that in mind As soon as you 
go that way you're making a parody 
of a parody. It looks like you're doing 
Mike Myers. 

PLAYBOY: Were you cautious of 
doing Austin Powers? 

CRAIG: Especially when I made the 
first movie, yes. I had an Austin 
Powers alarm. On set I'd say, "That's 
Austin Powers. We can't do it." 


PLAYBOY: What set off the Austin 
Powers alarm? 

CRAIG: There is a chase sequence in 
the beginning of Casino Royale, I run 
through a room past 10 workers who 
are sawing planks. These guys had to 
look as though they were working; 
they couldn't just look like guys 
banging nails. There is an explosion, 
and they look up. We had to go back 
to the choreography and make it real, 
because at first it looked like Austin 
Powers. 

PLAYBOY; How have Bond's 
relationships with women evolved in 
your movies? 

CRAIG: In Fleming there's misogyny 
till the end. Rereading the books 
reminds you of the time they 
were written. They are sexist and 
racist. It's time to put all that in its 
place. One thing that remains from 
Fleming is that the women always 
leave Bond—as opposed to his 
leaving them. It's the opposite of the 
way we think of him, that he beds 
a woman and says bye-bye and flies 
out the window. In the books he 
has relationships and occasionally 
is nearly getting married when she 
dumps him because he turns moody 
and dark. 

PLAYBOY: Not because she turns 
out to be a double agent who tries 
to murder him in his sleep? 

CRAIG: No. It's that his true 
personality comes out, and he's 
impossible to live with. It suits M, 
his boss, just fine. M is terrified 
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of Bond actually settling down. 
His inability to have a relationship 
keeps him working. 

PLAYBOY: Bond films were criticized 
in the past for being out of sync with 
the feminist movement. Has that 
changed? 

CRAIG: Beautiful women are always 
part of the story. In the past maybe 
they were more objectified. They 
were just eye candy. Now they're 
integral and powerful in their own 
right. They're beautiful, but now 
things are almost reversed. In this 
movie I don't think we objectify 
women. I'm the one taking my 
clothes off most of the time. 
PLAYBOY: More than Sean Connery 
took off his? 

CRAIG: Actually, he took his top off 
all the time. He was always in these 
tiny towels. 

PLAYBOY: The Bond girls had their 
fair share of bikinis and often less. 


movies the girls were mostly eye 
candy. We all like eye candy, but 
things are more interesting now. The 
character is important to the plot. Yes, 
she's beautiful, but she's also a good 
actress and extremely interesting as 
a woman, and she brings all that to 
the role. 

PLAYBOY: Are you involved in the 
casting of the Bond girls? 

CRAIG: I don't go searching for 
them. We screen-test. It's kind of 
awkward and sort of weird. 
PLAYBOY: Why? 

CRAIG: They build a set, and you 
get the cameras in; then you're 
introduced to 10 girls. You have to 
act out a scene with them. It's kind 
of weird and awkward and strange, 
but you know if something's working 
almost immediately. 

PLAYBOY: How about Bond 
villains? How have they changed? 
CRAIG: There's a rich and varied 


stunts and physical exertion. This 
time around it was fairly relentless. 
PLAYBOY: Were you in similar 
shape this time? 

CRAIG: Yes. Both times I got in shape 
and got big. 

PLAYBOY: Is being big a prerequisite? 
CRAIG: I got big because I wanted 
Bond to look like a guy who could kill. 
Unfortunately, getting big isn't the 
same as getting in shape. Last time 
I picked up a lot of injuries. This time 
I said, "I can't let that happen again. 
I've got to get into better shape." 
PLAYBOY: How did you do it? 
CRAIG: I ran more. I got my heart 
bigger and stronger. 

PLAYBOY: How often do you do 
your own stunts? 

CRAIG: There's a balance. I do many 
of them but nothing compared with 
the stuntmen. Still, I found myself in 
more precarious situations this time. 
PLAYBOY: You made quite a few 


Bond is seeking revenge, seeking 
the people responsible for killing 
his woman. But hopefully, as you 
see the movie go on, it gets more 
complicated than that. He is a blunt 
instrument, but he's a little more 
honed, should we say. Blunt but 
getting an edge. 

PLAYBOY: Do you dress like Bond? 
CRAIG: Hardly, though I've been 
given some very nice clothes. When 
I dress up, I dress up. I have a nice 
wardrobe. I've been spoiled. Once 
you're measured for a suit it's very 
hard to go back to suits off the peg. 
PLAYBOY: What was the first Bond 
film you saw? 

CRAIG: In the cinemas the first one 
I saw was Live and Let Die with 
Roger Moore, which is his first one. 
I eventually went back and watched 
them all. 

PLAYBOY: Who's your favorite Bond? 
CRAIG: The Sean Connery movies 



CRAIG: Yes, but the main difference 
is that we're genuinely trying to find 
fully formed characters—fully formed 
women—integral to the plot. For me, 
the sexiest thing in a movie is equality 
in a relationship. It's much sexier 
when Bond meets someone who's a 
challenge—someone who says no. 
There's a sexually charged battle. So 
I think we've successfully left behind 
the misogyny. It was something of its 
time; it's not of this time. 

PLAYBOY: Who is your favorite Bond 
girl from the earlier films? 

CRAIG: Diana Rigg. She was good 
in On Her Majesty's Secret Service. 
She was the one Bond girl who was 
nearly bigger than the movie. 
PLAYBOY: How have Bond girls 
changed from Rigg to the newest 
one, Olga Kurylenko, who stars 
with you in Quantum of Solace? 
CRAIG: Olga is very much about 
her strength. As I said, in the earlier 


history. 

PLAYBOY: Your adversary in Casino 
Royale has an unusual physical trait. 
He literally weeps blood. 

CRAIG: That came straight out of 
Fleming: an overactive tear gland 
that actually bleeds. It's a pretty 
good look. If you can do that on call, 
it's a pretty good party trick. 
PLAYBOY: Alice Cooper, the rock 
star, recently said he wants to take 
you on as a Bond villain. 

CRAIG: I thought he was a golfer. 
PLAYBOY: Apparently, he wants to 
go up against you. 

CRAIG: Bring him on. 

PLAYBOY: You've said, compared 
with filming the new Bond movie, 
making Casino Royale was a walk in 
the park. What's the difference? 
CRAIG: Casino Royale was physically 
tough; I was in pain for most of it. 
But I was in pain for a lot of this one, 
too. The difference was the kind of 


men squirm with the Casino Royale 
torture scene. You were stripped 
and tied up, sitting on a chair 
without a bottom, being whipped 
where it would hurt most with an 
enormous knotted rope. Did you 
wince too? 

CRAIG: There was a moment filming 
it when I did more than wince. I was 
actually sitting on a fiberglass seat 
that had been modeled to me to 
protect me. The rope came crashing 
in and cracked the fiberglass. I flew 
across the room. 

PLAYBOY: Was there damage done? 
CRAIG: No, but it was too close for 
comfort as far as I'm concerned. At 
least we shot it in one day and got 
it right. I'm glad we didn't have to 
go back and do reshoots. 

PLAYBOY: Ian Fleming called Bond 
"a blunt instrument." Is your Bond 
less blunt at this point? 

CRAIG: I'm not sure, maybe a bit. 


stand up for me. They're my 
benchmark. I like the others, but 
Connery is fantastic. 

PLAYBOY: Did you aspire to play 
Bond? 

CRAIG: It never really crossed my 
mind at the time. I was drawn to 
theater initially, after I saw plays. 
Movies came later. 

PLAYBOY: Ready access to Aston 
Martins notwithstanding, is your life 
anything like Bond's? 

CRAIG: I'm living a pretty glamorous 
life, though I don't publicly live a 
glamorous life. If I were younger, I 
would have lived a glamorous life 
publicly. The changes I have made 
I've made slowly. I've consciously 
done it. I'm trying to do this for the 
long term. Maybe I've got it wrong; 
maybe I should just go and move to 
Monte Carlo and live on a yacht. 

□ 
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ASIAN BEAUTY 


HAIR AND MAKE UP BY JANET FADERA / SHOT ON LOCATION AT SAN LAZARO LEISURE PARK 


WRITTEN BY MICHEL ANDRE’ CONSTANT 
PHOTOGRAPHY BY OWEN REYES 


S HE IS A MODEL, ACTRESS,iASHION DESIGNER, AND TO ADD 
ANOTHER JEWEL TO HER CROWN, PLAYBOY ASIAN BEAUTY. THIS 
ARRESTINGLY LOVELY GEliis RUBY CAYETANO, YOUR ASIAN BEAUTY 
FOR OCTOBER. HER CONFIDENT STANCE AND BURNING GAZE MAY 
MAKE AN INTIMIDATING FIRST IMPRESSION, AND THIS IS JUST AN 
UNDERSTATEMENT ONCE YOU SEE HER. ONE WOULD BE SURPRISED TO KNOW 
THAT WITH ALL THE SUCCESS SHE SAVOURED; ALL THE MALE ATTENTION SHE 
HAS RECEIVED; AND ALL THE PRAISES AND GOOD FORTUNE THROWN HER WAY, 

RUBY HAS BEEN MINDFUL TO KEEP HER FEET ON THE GROUND. 






"I am really just your average girl-next-door type," she declares in her captivatingly smooth voice, 
"I like to think of myself as simple and welcoming, add very bibo, and easy to please." She smiled 
and we are completely awed. "I understand that people see me as this suplada and unapproachable 
person na mataray, but I'm really not." Giving in to our curiosity, Ruby gamely explained "I guess 
it just comes with the territory, the job of being a personality. People see you on TV or as a model 
and they assume that that's who and how you really are. I keep who I act and how I act, separate." 
With this kind of outlook, there is no doubt the interesting lady is a keeper through and through. 

We grapple for words for her beauty nonetheless, as Ruby has curves to brag. She is mapped sexy, 
glorious on all the right places. 

A go-getter in everything that she does, it comes as no surprise to us that Ruby landed a lead role 
in an up and coming indie film. She is also set to appear in a major teleserye for a leading network. 

In addition to these acting jobs, she also makes time to be a fashion designer, having studied at 
School of Fashion and the Arts in Manila. When asked why she did a photo shoot with PLAYBOY 
given that she has all these things going for her, she sheepishly answered, "Playboy is different. 

It's challenging and I like that. Besides, the name itself is enough to get me on board in my line of 
business. PLAYBOY does wonders to career visibility and I plan on having a very successful and visible 
career." 

We want to know if this attitude translates to her choice of men. She laughed, "I like it when 
the guy approaches me first. Sa job dapat ikaw ang nag-effort kumuha ng project, especially when 
your career is young. Pern I prefer to be chased. Syempre demure and babaeng Pilipina dapat." The 
sweet darling knows her game. And she's not that fussy about her standards. "I love a man with 
humour, and lots of laughs. Like I said, a 'man', not a boy, who can protect me and makes me feel 
secure." She also revealed her criteria that showed her maturity. "I also like my men honest and 
open-minded especially when it comes to my work and career. I'm looking for someone who can 
commit. But that doesn't mean I'm not having fun or that I don't know how to have fun." 

So is a frisky night for the guy who will win her heart be coming soon then? Ruby blushed, gave 
us one of her sensuous gazes, and teasingly whispered in reply, "Maybe." 

Ruby brings us to a dream world as she fills our day's end with her pictorial. Get to meet her soon 
as she paints the town red this October. We are doubly thrilled she is on board with us at PLAYBOY. 












“I AM REALLY JUST YOUR 
AVERAGE GIRL-NEXT- 
TYPE. I LIKE TO THINK 
OF MYSELF AS SIMPLE 
AND WELCOMING, ADD 
VERY BIBO, AND EASY 
TO PLEASE.” 
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“I ALSO LIKE MY MEN 
HONEST AND OPEN- 
MINDED ESPECIALLY 
WHEN IT COMES TO MY 
WORK AND CAREER. I’M 
LOOKING FOR SOMEONE 
WHO CAN COMMIT. BUT 
THAT DOESN’T MEAN 
I’M NOT HAVING FUN 
OR THAT I DON’T 
HOW TO HAVE 







The iconic and 
signature gun 
barrel intro was 
first seen in this 
movie. Since 
then, this 
well-known 
opening sequence 
has been featured 
in every James 
Bond movie. Of 
course, the actor, 
the shooting 
stance and the 
dripping blood 
have changed 
through the 
decades. Julie 
Christie (Doctor 
Zhivago) was not 
"voluptuous 
enough" to play 
Honey Ryder — 
the first Bond girl 
— so the role was 
given to Ursula 
Andress instead. 




Goldfinger is the 
first Bond film to 
win an Academy 
Award when 
Norman Wanstall 
won Best Sound 
Editing in 1965. 
The movie is 
such a 

phenomenon 
that its script of 
a spectacular and 
elaborate 
comic-book 
adventure has 
been carried over 
to the next films. 
The Beatles 
parodies 007 in 
the film "Helpl" 
as espionage in 
movies becomes 
a trend in the 
60's. The Aston 
Martin DB5s gets 
customized with 
built-in gadgets 
and weaponry, 
making it the 
first edgy Bond 
car. Pussy Galore 
starts the 
tradition of 
having Bond girl 
names with 
double 
entendres. 


The franchise 
gets an 
Oriental 
infusion when 
it filmed on 
location in 
Japan, 

adhering to Ian 
Fleming v s take 
on a cultural 
panorama. 
Akiko 

Wakabayashi 
plays Bond girl, 
Aki. Mie Hama 
is Kissy Suzuki 
after 

Wakabayashi's 
character dies. 
For the first 
time, the film 
barely 
resembled 
Fleming's 
book. 

Donald 

Pleasance plays 
Ernst Stavro 
Blofeld, to 
begin the 
string of super 
villains of Bond 
films. 


~ Jill St. John is 
Saf Tiffany Case, a 
diamond 
= smuggler. 

" Diamonds are 
^ Forever is Sean 
“ Connery's last 
Bond gig. Its 
car chase in 
Vegas becomes 
its identity. 

I The James 

' Bond theme 

gets an electric 
guitar riff 
treatment. 



Diamonds 
Arc Forever 

1 _ Fgrever 


■A 
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Britt Ekland 
plays Mary 
Goodnight, the 
quirky and 
often clumsy 
blonde agent. 
The golden 
gun is one of 
tne most 
memorable 
gadgets of the 
series. It is a 
contraption 
made of an 
interlocking 
fountain pen, a 
cigarette 
lighter, a 
cigarette case 
and cuff link 
with the bullet 
attached in the 
belt buckle. 

The gun is 
designed to 
carry just one 
23-carat gold 
bullet. The 
Man with the 
Golden Gun is 
touted as the 
least-loved 
Bond movie of 
all time, 


The movie 
takes on a 
campy and 
more comic 
turn, getting 
mixed reviews 
for a supposed 
ambitious Bond 
movie as film 
production 
budgets 
rockets to 
twice as much 
as The Spy 
Who Loved 
Me. Funny and 
sure grins as 
Lois Chiles is 
Bond girl 
named Holly 
Good head. 










































Teri Hatcher 
plays Bond girl 
Paris Carver, 
0O7 T s former 
love, who also 
happens to be 
the villain's 
wife, Elliot 
Carver is the 
darkly 

ambitious media 
mogul for a 
villain played by 
Jonathan Pryce, 
Michelle Yeoh 
does a 

character! stic all 
y bankable Wai 
Lin, Bond's ally, 
that the 
producers 
considered 
launching a 
separate series 
based on her 
role. 

Pierce Brosnan 
brings back the 
style and suave 
that Sean 
Conneiy 
embodied. 15 
BMW 750s had 
to be destroyed 
in making this 
film. 


Christopher 
Walken plays 
Max Zorin, the 
microchip 
magnate and 
psychopath who 
plans to destroy 
the Silicon 
Valley through 
an earthquake 
and gain a 
monopoly in the 
computer 
industry market. 
Grace Jones is 
the superhuman 
bench wo man of 
Zorin. A View 
To A Kill is the 
first ever Bond 
movie to have a 
video game 
adaptation, one 
of which is a 
text-based 
game for DOS 
and Apple II 
computers. 
Duran Duran 
sings the theme 
song. 

Tanya Roberts 
is Bond girl 
Stacey Sutton, 


Olga Kutylenko 
plays Bond girl 
Camille Montes, 
a vengeful 
Bolivian agent. 
As the 

follow-up for 
the relaunch 
was much 
anticipated, the 
movie surpassed 
the box-office 
gross of Casino 
Royale in its 
opening run as 
it premiered 
across the 
globe, "Another 
Way To Die*, 
sung by Jack 
White and 
Alicia Keys, is 
the first Bond 
theme song to 
be sung as a 
duet. 


LhmieToKill 


Die Another 
Day marks the 
40th 

anniversary of 
the Bond 
franchise. Halle 
Berry plays 
Bond girl Jinx 
Johnson, an 
NSA agent. 
Madonna plays 
Verity, the 
villain Gustav 
Graves's (Toby 
Stephens) 
fencing 
instructor. The 
movie sets a 
record for 
product 
placement and 
tie-ins setting it 
at $120 million. 


Carey Lowell 
plays Bond girl 
Pam Bouvier, an 
ex-army pilot 
and CIA mole. 
Playmate of the 
Month Diana 
Lee Hsu is cast 
as one of the 
Chinese agents. 
Oscar winner 
Benido del Toro 
comes out in his 
first feature 
film. Licence to 
Kill is the 
I east-grossing 
film in the box 
office In the US, 


Maud Adams is 
Octopussy, the 
rich 

businesswoman 
who happens to 
also be a jewel 
thief. 

Octopussy 
reprises the 
adrenaline-pack 
ed adventure 
and imaginative 
combat scenes 
007 is pitched 
for. This is also 
the last of the 
series to reveal 
the title of the 
next Bond film 
during the end 
credits. 


Maryam d'Abo 
plays Bond girl 
Kara Mifovy. 

She appeared in 
a Bond-theme 
PLAYBOY cover 
in the 
September 
1987 edition. 
The Aston 
Martin returns 
with their VS 
Vantage. 


* Judi Dench 
S becomes the 
first woman to 
“ portray M. 
as Izabella 
“ Scorupco plays 
ce Bond girl 
computer 
programmer 
Natalya 
Siminova, who 
helps 007 stop 
the assassin 
Xenia Onatopp, 
played by 
Famke Janssen. 
After a six-year 
hiatus, the 
series could 
only boast of 
the latest 
technology on 
special effects. 
Golden Eye is 
the fourth 
highest 
worldwide 
grossing film In 
I 1995 and the 

f most successful 

Bond film since 
Mo on raker. The 
movie is also 
homage to lan 
Fleming, the 
title is 

attributed to 
the nickname 
of the author^ 
house in 
Jamaica, Xne 
place where he 
wrote thiOond 
novels. \ 


This title is 
taken from On 
Her Majesty's 
Secret Service, 
the motto of 
the Bond family 
as revealed in 
the 1969 film. 
Denise Richards 
is the nuclear 
physicist 
Christmas 
Jones, while 
Sophie Marceau 
is EJektra King, 
an oil heiress 
for a villain 
who is also 
briefly 007's 
lover. The 
World Is Not 
Enough is the 
first ever Bond 
movie to have a 
woman as the 
main villain. 


Casino Royale is 
devoid of any 
James Bond 
timeline as it is 
meant to reboot 
the series. Eva 
Green is Bond 
girl Vesper Lynd, 
an agent for His 
Majesty's 
Treasury 
assigned to 
finance 007 s 
poker deals. This 
time, the 
character called 
for a little 
emotion, and 
Daniel Craig 
succeeds on 
injecting its 
needed ooost. 
Casino Royale in 
2006 was the 
fourth 

highest-grossing 
film, and 
becomes the 
highest-grossing 
of the James 
Bond series. 


£5 To coincide 
with the 50th 
“ anniversary of 
—-i the franchise, 

* twenty-third 
movie of the 
series Is to be 
released in 
IMAX venues. 
Multi-Gram my 
| Award winner 

7 Adele sings its 

theme song in 
sheer reverence 
to a classic but 
with the 
orchestral and 
sexy style. 



PHOTO SOURCES: www. 5 howfilmfirst.com,,www.indiatimes.com, www. dalje.com, www, pleasure photo, files, wordpre55.com, www.dailymail.Co.uk,www.ebay.com, www. telegraph, co.uk/travel, www.planetpulp.dk, www.roleKblo 9 .blogspot.com, movieposters. 203S.net, www.thefancar- 
pet.com, www.fogsmoviereviews.files.wordpress.com, blackhoiereviews.blogspot.com, www.moviepostermem.com, www.originalprop.com, artides.exoticcarresource.com, www.thebestlittlefilmhouse.com,www.lotusespritturbo.com, www.en.unlfrance.org, www.spyvibe.blogspot.com, 
www. capitalistprestrvation.blogspot.com!, www.khaskhabar.com,www.telegraph.co.uk, www, fi 1 maffinity.com, www.jamesbond.wikia.com, www, superadventuresingaming.blogspotxom, www.cineplex.com, www.imotortimes.com, www, allyouneedis3ists.com, www.moviepostersdi- 
rect.co.uk, www.movpins.com, www. geekynerfherder. blogspot.com, www.imdb.com, www.image.toutlecine.com, www.marciokenobi.wordpress.com, www.reallyobsessedwitnfilm.blogspot.com, www.sharenator.com, www.fanpop.com, www.allmoviephoto.com, www. movie buzz¬ 
ers.com, www.vinylvendors.com, www. dailymail.CO.uk 















FOR THE BIG SCREEN AS HE IS ABOUT TO BE SEEN ON THAT'S MY BOYlWmM PICTURES, 
HAPPY MADISON PRODUCTIONS) ALONGSIDE ADAM SANDLER, LENDS HIS VOICE FOR THE 
ANIMATED FILM HOTEL TRANSYLVANIA (COLUMBIA PICTURES), AND SET TO PRODUCE THE 
SITCOM CUCKOOm BBC THREE. MEANWHILE HE SHARES SOME PRECIOUS TIME WITH ERIC 
SPITZNAGEL AS HE ANSWERS OUR 200. 

(BY RAPHAEL SORIANO) 


ADAM SANDBERG PLAYS THE FITTING BEAU FOR RASHIDA JONES ON CELESTE AND FOREVER, 
AND CREATES A CHEMISTRY THAT IS GENUINELY WARM WITH RAW EDGES. HIS SPIN ON A 
FRESH TAKE ON ROMANTIC-COMEDY RENDERS HIM SO HEARTFELT IN FACT, THAT YOU COULD 
DETACH HIM FROM HIS SPOTLESS IMPERSONATION OF MARK ZUCKERBERG ON SNL HE IS 
DECIDEDLY RIPE FOR A LEAD ROLE. SEVEN YEARS OF HILARIOUSLY, ELOQUENT SKETCHES 
FOR SATURDAY NIGHT LIVE BEYOND QUESTION OF A COMEDY DYNAMO. THE EMMY AWARD¬ 
WINNING WRITER MAKES HIM RAKES IN INDUSTRY APPROVAL AND AN EVEN BUSIER YEAR 


SNL'S LATEST TRANSPLANT TO THE BIG SCREEN DEFENDS HIS HAIRCUT, TALKS ABOUT HIS HIPPIE PARENTS, COMES CLEAN 
ABOUT HIS FRIENDSHIP WITH JUSTIN TIMBERLAKE AND EXPLAINS WHY ASSEMBLING IKEA FURNITURE CAN BE SEXY 

BY ERIC SPITZNAGEL 



happen to me. Not that I haven't had some brutal 
breakups. One time I was dating somebody and 
she told me, "Hey, I thought I was going to be on 
location for a film shoot for the next six months and 
now it looks like I won't be, so we should break 
up." I was like, "Okeydokey. I can tell I was really 
important to you." 

04 

PLAYBOY: In Celeste and Jesse Forever you have sex 
with Rashida Jones after trying to put together an 
Ikea dresser. What is it about Scandinavian furniture 
that makes people horny? 

SAMBERG: Ikea's directions don't make any sense, 
and you get a tiny little ice pick to assemble it all. I've 
put together a few pieces in my time, and it feels as 
though you're moving in a slow-motion nightmare. 
That's sexy, right? Any time frustration builds up 
about anything, it leads to sex. Sex is the great 
frustration reliever. 

05 

PLAYBOY: Adam Sandler plays your father in the 
recent film That's My Boy. What type of father would 
he make? 

SAMBERG: He's more of a godfather figure. Once 
you're rolling with him, he just calls and tells you 
you're doing stuff. I'm in an animated movie with 
him called -Hotel Transylvania , and I literally found 
out about it by getting a phone call from him. He 
said [in an Adam Sandler voice], "We're doing a 
movie about monsters, and you're gonna be the 
guy." And I said, "Okay, sure." I remember when 
I first got the job at SNL, I was a few shows in, and 
he called me at the office. He was like, " Hey, buddy, 

I figured I should say hello since our names are so 
similar." 

06 

PLAYBOY: You've kissed a lot of hosts on SNL, from 
Scarlett Johansson and Paul Rudd to Bryan Cranston 
and Jason Seael. Who was vour favorite? 


CLI 

PLAYBOY: As a kid you had daydreams about 
being on Saturday Night Live. Once you joined the 
cast, did the reality live up to the fantasy? 
SAMBERG: Absolutely. I had daydreams about 
being on the show when I was eight years old, but 
it got really intense when I was in college and doing 
stand-up in L.A. I started having literal dreams while 
I was asleep. And it was very specific. I didn't dream 
about doing the show and being in scenes and 
having my own characters. It was more about being 
friends with everybody in the cast and just hanging 
out backstage and being accepted by them. 

CLI 

PLAYBOY: Your shaggy hair is one of your most 
distinguishing features. Does your contract forbid 
you to cut it? 

SAMBERG: I've heard that before. That's a total 
rumor. My hair's short now, isn't it? And I haven't 
heard a word from anybody about it. Nobody seems 
to notice, so I guess my hair is less important than 
everybody made it out to be. I think they're all 
-secretly relieved that it's shorter now. The other day 
Seth -Meyers and I were watching clips from our first 
years on the show together. Seth said, "Samberg, it 
looks like your hair was trying to eat your head." I 
could not disagree with him. 


03 

PLAYBOY: You're starring this summer in Celeste 
and Jesse Forever, a movie about the slow end of 
a relationship. Do you have a personal preference 
when it comes to breakups? Are you usually the 
dumper or the dumpee? 

SAMBERG: I've had my share of both. Actually, I 
don't feel I've ever dumped anyone. It's never been, 
"You know what? I've decided I don't like you." It's 
usually about the circumstances. I had a girlfriend 
in college, then I transferred because I wanted to 
go to film school, and the long distance made our 
relationship impossible. Things like that tend to 
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V PLAYBOY ANDYSAMBERG 

SAMBERG: I prefer not to do any kissing on the show 
unless it's for a laugh. I feel like there was an era on 
SNL when it had kisses just to make the audience go 
"Woo-hoo!" And I always hated that. Scarlett was 
my favorite because it was funny and gross. It was 
that scene where I play Kuato, the head from Total 
Recall that's coming out of Bill Hader's stomach, and 
she's the -female Kuato in Maya Rudolph's stomach. 

It wasn't so much a kiss as licking each other's 
tongues. It was a kiss the audience -definitely didn't 
want to see happen. 

OJ 

PLAYBOY: You were raised in Berkeley, California 
by parents you've described as hippies. Were they 
pot-smoking, bell--bottoms-wearing, long-haired 
peaceniks? 

SAMBERG: No, not quite that far. They both had 
long hair and wore bell-bottoms, but my dad also 
wore leather pants, leather boots and a leather 
jacket. He wasn't a touchy-feely hippie. He just 
thought, I'm going to grow my hair long because 
that's what they don't want me to do. He likes to 
brag that he came of age in a time when you could 
walk through the wrong part of town and they'd 
chase you and beat the shit out of you for having 
long hair. But he's a dad, so who knows how much 
of it is self-aggrandizing and how much is true? It 
was tough to rebel against my parents because of 
their hippie past. They're really chill. They let us listen 
to N.W.A in the car. 

08 

PLAYBOY: You have two older sisters. Were they 
kind to you, or were you mercilessly tormented? 
SAMBERG: They tormented me but in girlie ways. 
They would dress me up. Until I was five or six, my 
sisters were still making me put on diapers. They'd 
put my hair in pigtails and carry me around and make 
me pretend to be a baby. And I never fought back. I 
looked up to them and wanted them to include me 
in stuff. But it wasn't so bad. You can suffer worse 
humiliations at that age, right? 

09 

PLAYBOY: You were voted the class clown in your 
high school. Did that title come with bragging rights? 
SAMBERG: Remember, I went to Berkeley High, and 
being voted the best at anything was not something 
you bragged about. I had a friend who was six-five, 
superbuff, the blond quarterback. We all made fun 
of him for being the quarterback. Berkeley is the 
inverse of the rest of America. We'd be like, "Oh 
great, you're the quarterback. How cliche. We get 
it, you're so handsome and talented." Nobody got 
more ripped on than the quarterback at our high 
school. 

OIO 

PLAYBOY: As a film major at New York University you 
made some bizarre experimental films, such as the 
short Monkey vs. Robot , which eventually showed 
up on YouTube. Are there any more cinematic gems 
from your past? 

SAMBERG: That are better than Monkey vs. Robot? 

I highly doubt it. That was our high-water mark. 
One of my favorites, and one of the dumbest films I 
ever made, was a fake Calvin Klein commercial for a 
cologne called Cock. It was shot in black and white, 
very whimsical, with lots of arty shots like a man 
looking off a balcony while the wind blows through 
his hair. At the end, a woman's voice whispers the 
name of the cologne, "Cooooock." [laughs] I made 
the ck of Cock bigger on the label so it looked like 
the Calvin Klein logo. My film professor at the time 
hated it. 

Ql I 

PLAYBOY: Why did he hate it? 

SAMBERG: I had a few professors who gave me bad 
grades because the subject matter of my films was 


silly or stupid. They thought I was goofing off. If you 
weren't doing dramatic narrative or message-based 
films—statements about youth or whatever—the 
professors thought you weren't trying. But I would 
argue that it would take me just as many hours and 
just as much work to write, shoot and edit these 
things as it did anybody else. They saw it as not 
taking the class or them seriously, when in fact I was 
taking it seriously. It was the most focused I'd ever 
been in my life. 

Qll 

PLAYBOY: You became pals with Mark -Zuckerberg, 
the Facebook CEO, after impersonating him on 5NL. 
SAMBERG: He's a nice guy, and I like him a lot. I 
don't know if my impression of him is all that good. If 
you look at us, we could basically be cousins. And we 
both have berg in our last names. I've played three 
guys with berg in their last name on 5NL. There's 
Zuckerberg, Jesse -Eisenberg and Mark Wahlberg. 
Sooner or later I'm going to have to do Ryne 
Sandberg from the -Chicago Cubs so I can say I've 
done all the bergs. 

91 3 

PLAYBOY: One of your first digital shorts for SNL, 
Lazy Sunday, became a huge hit on YouTube. Is the 
internet still the best source for original comedy? 
SAMBERG: I think it is, yeah. Most of my inspiration 
comes from YouTube. The digital short SNL did with 
Jonah Hill getting hit in the nuts repeatedly with a 
tennis ball—that came from something we saw on 
-YouTube. We jacked the whole thing. Also, I did a 
short called Seducing Women Through Chess, which 
was a complete rip-off of an amazing video I saw 
called How to Seduce Women Through Hypnosis. 
It's one of the most unconvincing things I've ever 
seen in my life—poorly edited, poorly -acted. It's just 
fantastic. 

014 

PLAYBOY: In the digital shorts you've made over the 
years, you've somehow managed to convince Natalie 
Portman to rap about her sex life and Maroon 5's 
Adam Levine to sing about having romantic feelings 
for an Iranian dictator. What's the secret to coaxing 
celebrities to sing less-than—flattering lyrics? 
SAMBERG: With Natalie it was easy. It was all her 
idea. She loves filthy rap. She's a big Lil' Kim fan. 
She saw Lazy Sunday, and when she came to host 
SNL, she said, "I really want to do one of those raps." 
We were skeptical because we thought of her the 
same way everybody else did. She seems so sweet 
and -innocent. But she was like, "No, you don't 
understand." And then she broke into some Lil' Kim 
song and started rapping verses for us, the filthiest 
lines I've ever heard. We were completely taken 
aback. 

015 

PLAYBOY: One of your most popular SNL videos, 
Dick in a Box, made a convincing case for gift- 
wrapped genitals. As far as you know, has anybody 
ever tried that? 

SAMBERG: I heard a guy got fired from his job for 
doing it to a female co-worker. People were asking 
me, "Do you feel responsible?" Absolutely not. If 
it wasn't that, it was going to be something else 
with that guy. He was going to do something stupid 
eventually. The only thing I witnessed personally 
was one Halloween a guy in a bar came up to me, 
totally hammered, and was like, "Dude, check it 
ooooooutl" He had a box attached to his waist, 
and there was a huge, realistic-looking dildo inside 
it. I said, "Hey, man, you probably shouldn't show 
that to people." He got all sad about it and was 
like, "Yeah, man, you're probably right." That's the 
closest I've come to seeing an actual human penis 
inside a box, thank God. 


OIO 

PLAYBOY: You've done several music videos for 
SNL with Justin Timberlake, mostly as a pair of R&B- 
singing best friends. Is that fictional relationship 
analogous to your real relationship with Justin? 
SAMBERG: I think the characters are better friends 
than Justin and I are. They're about as close as two 
men can be, if you know what I mean. I consider 
Justin a friend, but those guys are inseparable. The 
funny thing is, Justin and I have become inextricably 
linked because of those videos. We've come to 
terms with the fact that in every interview we ever 
do for the rest of our lives we're going to get asked 
about Dick in a Box. 

017 

PLAYBOY: In the SNL short 3-Way (The Golden Rule), 
you and Justin entertain Lady Gaga with something 
called the "helicopter dick." Did you have to explain 
to Gaga exactly what a helicopter dick is? 
SAMBERG: Yeah, I explained it. But she's not easily 
shocked. And I think most people know what that 
is, right? It's when you're naked and you gyrate your 
hips and make your dick swirl around like it's the 
blade of a helicopter. Every man, whether he admits 
it or not, has done the helicopter dick. 

018 

PLAYBOY: Your song "I'm on a Boat" was nominated 
for a 2010 Grammy in the best rap/sung collaboration 
category, pitting you against such noncomedic 
performers as Rihanna and Jay-Z. Did it feel like 
validation, or were you worried Jay-Z was going to 
kick your ass for pretending to be a rapper? 
SAMBERG: I would've kicked my own ass if we'd 
won. We thought it was kind of a joke that we got 
the nomination at all. I was pretty sure there was 
no way we'd win. And if we did, then the academy 
was obviously racist. Luckily, Jay-Z won. 

Ql 9 

PLAYBOY: Your feature-film debut was in 2007's 
Hot Rod, in which you play an inept amateur 
stuntman. Did you do any of your own stunts? 
SAMBERG: None of the crazy shit, but I was going 
to do the pool jump. There's a scene where I ride a 
moped off a ramp, straight up into the air and then 
straight down -into a pool. It seemed easy enough 
at the time. I told everybody, "I'm just landing in 
water, right?" But they explained that if I went even 
three feet too far, I'd hit the other edge and die. 
Looking back on it, I'm like, Oh my God, of course 
I shouldn't have done that. Back then, I felt a lot 
more confident physically than I do now. Now if 
you asked me to do a stunt like that, I'd be like, 
" A/ooooo!" 

OIO 

PLAYBOY: How often do strangers tell you they 
have a great idea for a comedy scene? 

SAMBERG: All the time. And it's not just strangers; 
everyone is always pitching me sketch ideas. The 
thing that's most -common—and everyone who 
works at SNL commiserates about this—is when 
you're at a family reunion or the doctor's office 
or somewhere, and somebody says, "Careful! 
Next thing you know this is going to be an SNL 
sketch." Yes, of course it is. Just wait till I pitch 
Lome Michaels a great sketch idea about a normal 
conversation about politics at a family dinner. It's 
going to kill. I don't believe anyone gets it worse 
than Lome. I think everybody Lome meets knows 
somebody who is perfect for the show. "I've got a 
cousin! I went to college with this guy! I know this 
girl who spoke at a bar mitzvah, cracked everybody 
up! My doorman is the funniest!" 
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PLAYMATES 
t OF THE 
WORLD 
2012 


.f WE NOW HAVE A FULL 
\| LIST OF THE LOVELIES 
COMING TO 


YOUR EXPERIENCE 
l ■ WITH PLAYBOY 
PHILIPPINES IS 
[ , ABOUT TO BECOME 

UNFORGETTABLY 
FULFILLING, AS 
U WE BRING THESE 
CHOSEN LADIES 
FROM ALL OVER 
THE WORLD HERE 
IN MANILA. BRACE 
YOURSELVES AS WE 
SHARE WITH YOU THIS 
MESMERIZING STAGE 
OF INTERNATIONAL 
COVER GIRL SIRENS 
FROM PLAYBOY 



MAGAZINE! THEY ARE 
ALL EAGER TO SEE 
YOU! 



IRINA GEORGESCU 
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BY DENIS JOHNSON 
ILLUSTRATION BY JEFFREY SMITH 


JIMMY LUNTZ HAD NEVER BEEN TO WAR, BUT THIS 
WAS THE SENSATION, HE WAS SURE OF THAT—18 GUYS 
IN A ROOM, ROB, THE DIRECTOR, SENDING THEM OUT- 
18 GUYS SHOULDER TO SHOULDER, MOVING OUT ON THE 
ORDERS OF THEIR LEADER TO DO WHAT THEY’VE BEEN 
TRAINING DAY AND NIGHT TO DO. WAITING SILENTLY IN 
DARKNESS BEHIND THE HEAVY CURTAIN WHILE ON THE 
OTHER SIDE OF IT THE MC TELLS A STALE JOKE, AND 
THEN—“THE ALHAMBRA CALIFORNIA BEACHCOMBER 
CHORDSMEN!”—AND THEY WERE SMILING AT HOT 
LIGHTS, DOING THEIR TWO NUMBERS. 
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Luntz was one of four leads. On "Firefly" he thought 
they did pretty well. Their vowels matched, they went 
easy on the consonants, and Luntz knew he, at least, 
was lit up and smiling, with plenty of body language. 

On "If We Can't Be the Same Old Sweethearts" they 
caught the wave. Uniformity, resonance, expression of 
pathos, everything Rob had ever asked for. They'd never 
done it so well. Right face, down the steps and into 
the convention center's basement, where once again 
they arranged themselves in ranks, this time to pose for 
souvenir pictures. 

"Even if we come in twentieth out of twenty," Rob 
told them afterward, while they were changing out of 
their gear, the white tuxedos and checkered vests and 
checkered bow ties, "we're really coming in twentieth 
out of a hundred, right? Because remember, guys, one 
hundred outfits tried to get to this competition, and 
only twenty made it all the way here to Bakersfield. 
Don't forget that. We're out of a hundred, not twenty. 
Remember that, okay?" You got a bit of an impression 
Rob didn't think they'd done too well. 

Almost noon. Luntz didn't bother changing into 
street clothes. He grabbed his gym bag, promised 
to meet the others back at the Best Value Inn and 
hurried upstairs still wearing the getup. He felt the 
itch to make a bet. Felt lucky. He had a Santa Anita 
sheet folded up in the pocket of his blinding-white 
tux. They started running at 12:30. Find a pay phone 
and give somebody a jingle. 

On his way out through the lobby he saw they'd 
already posted the judgments. The Alhambra Chordsmen 
ranked 17th out of 20. But come on, that was really 
17th out of a hundred, right? 

All right—fine. They'd tanked. But Luntz still had 
that lucky feeling. A shave, a haircut, a tuxedo. He was 
practically Monte Carlo. 

He headed out through the big glass doors, and 
there's old Gambol stanWding just outside the 
entrance. Checking the comings and goings. A tall, sad 
man in expensive slacks and shoes, camel-hair sports 
coat, one of those white straw hats that senior-citizen 
golfers wear. A very large head. 

"So hey," Gambol said, "you are in a barbershop 
chorus." 

"What are you doing here?" 

"I came here to see you." 

"No, but really." 

"Really. Believe it." 

"All the way to Bakersfield?" 

That lucky feeling. It had let him down before. 

"I'm parked over here," Gambol said. 

Gambol was driving a copper-colored Cadillac 
Brougham with soft white leather seats. "There's a 
button on the side of the seat," he said, "to adjust it 
how you want." 

"People will be missing me," Luntz said. "I've got a 
ride back down to L.A. It's all arranged." 

"Call somebody." 

"Good, sure—just find a pay phone, and I'll hop out." 

Gambol handed him a cell phone. "Nobody's 
hopping anywhere." 

Luntz patted his pockets, found his notebook, spread 
it on his knee, punched buttons with his thumb. He got 
Rob's voice mail and said, "Hey, I'm all set. I got a lift, a lift 
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to L.A." He thought a second. "This is Jimmy." What 
else? "Luntz." What else? Nothing. "Good deal. I'll see 
you Tuesday. Practice is Tuesday right? Yeah. Tuesday." 

He handed back the phone, and Gambol put it in 
the pocket of his fancy Italian sports coat. 

Luntz said, "Okay if I smoke?" 

"Sure. In your car. But not in my car." 

Gambol drove with one hand on the wheel and one 
long arm reaching into the backseat, going through 
Luntz'sgym bag. "What's this?" 

"Protection." 

"From what? Grizzly bears?" He reached across 
Luntz's lap and shoved it in the glove compartment. 
"That is one big gun." 

Luntz opened the compartment. 

"Shut that thing, goddamn it." 

Luntz shut it. 

"You want protection? Pay your debts. That's the 
best protection." 

"I agree completely," Luntz said, "and can I tell you 
about an uncle of mine? I have an appointment to see 
him this afternoon." 

"A rich uncle." 

"Coincidentally, yes. He just moved out from the 
coast. Made a pile in the garbage business. The guy 
gets a new Mercedes every year. Just moved to 
Bakersfield. Last time I saw him he was still living 
in La Mirada. The Garbage King of La Mirada. Told 
me anytime I needed money to get in touch. We 
had lunch at the Outback Steakhouse in La Mirada. 
Wow, do they deliver. Choice cuts as thick as your 
arm. You ever try the Outback?" 

"Not lately." 

"So, in other words, let me give this guy a call 
before we get too far out of town." 

"In other words, you can't make a payment." 

"Yes, definitely, yes," Luntz said, "I can make a 
payment. Just let me use yoWur phone and work 
a little magic." 

Gambol behaved as if he hadn't heard. 

"Come on. The guy drives a Mercedes. Let me go 
see him." 

"Fucking bullshit. Your uncle." 

"Okay. He's Shelly's uncle. But he's real." 

"Is Shelly real?" 

"She's—yeah. Shelly? I used to live with her." 

"The uncle of some bitch you used to live with." 

"Give me a chance, friend. A chance to work my 
magic." 

"You're working it now. It ain't working." 

"Look, man, look," Luntz said, "let's call 
Juarez. Let me talk to the Man -himself." 

"Juarez is not a talker." 

"Come on. Don't we know each other? What's 
the problem?" 

Gambol said, "My brother just died." 

"What?" 

"He died exactly a week ago." 

Luntz knew nothing about any brother. How do 
you reason with someone who throws something 
like that into the conversation? 

Meanwhile they were heading north. Bakersfield 
stank of oil and natural gas. In the most unlikely 
places, in the middle of a shopping mall or next 
to one of those fancy new churches, all glass and 
swooping curves, you'd see oil rigs with their heads 
going up and down. 

• 

"Used to fish up here with my brother," Gambol 
said, "somewhere around here anyway. On the 
Feather River." 

Luntz unclasped his hands from each other and 
looked at them. "What?" 

"Once, to be exact. We went fishing one time. We 
should've done it more." 


The road was a four-lane but not an interstate. The 
clock on the dash said four p.m. 

"Where are we?" 

"We're just driving around," Gambol said. "Why? You 
need to be someplace?" 

Luntz placed his hands on his knees and sat up 
straight. "Where are we going?" 

"On this kind of trip, you don't want to ask where 
it ends." 

Luntz closed his eyes. 

When he opened them he saw a crowd of bikers on 
Harleys coming toward them and sweeping past. 

Gambol said, "See that? Half those bikies had 
Oregon plates. I think there's a convention in Oakland 
or someplace like that. Guess what. I've never been on 
a motorcycle." 

"Shit," Luntz said. 

"What?" 

"Nothing. Those bikers. Shit," he said. "The 
Feather River. Is there a Feather River Tavern or 
something?" 

"The river's not anywhere around here. It's more 
north. Guess what. You'll never get me on a Harley." 

"Yeah?" 

"Helmet or not. What good is a helmet?" 

"The Feather fucking River," Luntz said. 

• 

Standing at the pay phone, Jimmy Luntz punched a 
nine and a one and stopped. He couldn't hear the dial 
tone. His ears still rang. That old Colt revolver made a 
bang that slapped you silly. 

He dropped the receiver and let it dangle a few 
seconds. He shook his head and wiped both hands 
across the thighs of his slacks. He jabbed at the one 
again as he put the phone to his head. Some woman 
said, "Palo County Sheriff's Department. What is your 
emergency?" 

"A guy. This guy," he said. "A guy's been shot." 

"What is your name and location, sir?" 

"Well, we're at this rest stop north of the Tastee- 
Freez on Seventy, somewhere past Ortonville. Way past 
Ortonville." 

"Sir. Do you mean Oroville?" 

"On the nose," he said. He searched with his free 
hand for a cigarette. 

"Do you see a milepost marker, sir?" 

"No. There's these big pines right by the road. Kind 
of behind there." 

"The rest stop north of the Tastee-Freez and north of 
Oroville. What's his condition, can you tell me?" 

Luntz said, "He got shot in the leg. How do you 
make a tourniquet?" 

"Just apply direct pressure to the wound. Is he 
conscious?" 

"He's fine, honey. But the blood's just pouring." 

"Apply pressure. Put a clean cloth down and press 
hard on the wound with the palm of your hand." 

"I'll do that, yeah, but I mean—can you get here 
pretty quick?" 

She started talking again, and he hung up. 

He found his lighter and got his Camel going. Took 
several deep puffs, threw it aside. 

He went across the rest stop under the evergreens to 
where Gambol sat propped against the left rear wheel 
of his Cadillac, looking very pale. Very large. He'd 
removed his white golfing hat. What a head. A huge 
head. His entire right pant leg was soaked black with 
blood. The white hat lay beside him. 

Luntz bent from his waist and unbuckled 
Gambol's belt, and Gambol opened his big f-oreign- 
looking eyes. 

Luntz said, "I need your belt for a tourniquet." 

He put his foot between the man's big legs and 
dragged the belt free through the loops around his fat 
middle. "Look, brother," he said to Gambol, "I hope you 
understand." 

Gambol breathed deep a couple times but didn't 


seem able to speak. 

Luntz said, "Am I supposed to sit around and 
wait for you to break my arm? When was the last 
time you got a broken bone?" 

Gambol sucked air in gasps. He felt for his hat 
beside him, brought it to his chest and held it 
there. "Guess what," he managed to say. "I got 
a busted thighbone right this minute." 

"I called 911, so just hang on." 

With surprising energy, Gambol suddenly 
tossed away his white hat. The wind caught it, 
and it sailed a dozen yards into the trees. Then 
he seemed to lose consciousness. 

Luntz dropped the belt in Gambol's bloody lap. 

He parted the lapels of Gambol's camel-hair sports 
coat and reached inside for Gambol's wallet and 
pocketed it. 

He hiked his slacks and squatted and felt 
under the car where the old gun had ended up, 
found the thing and stood up straight gripping 
the gun with both hands. He placed the muzzle 
against Gambol's forehead and rested one thumb 
on the hammer. 

Gambol seemed oblivious. His hands lay open 
on either side of his outstretched legs, and his 
belly went up and down. 

Luntz took his thumb from the hammer and 
let out his breath and lowered the gun. "Fuck. 

Put that around your leg. The belt, man. Wake 
up, man." Gambol's face was like a stupid child's 
as he grasped an end of the belt with each hand 
to drag it up under his bloody leg. "Through 
the buckle there, the buckle," Luntz said. "It's a 
tourniquet," he said as he got in the car. 

He settled himself into the Caddy's white 
leather. He turned the key. He lowered the 
window and called out, "You better move, 
Gambol, because this Caddy's about to roll." 

He yanked the stick into drive and floored 
it out of the parking lot and, at the highway's 
entrance, slammed the brake hard. 

They'd be coming from the south, he guessed, 
from the hospital in Ortonville, Oroville, wherever. 
He turned north. 

After he passed a Highway Patrol car heading 
toward him fast, lights whirling, he simply 
couldn't drive any farther and hooked into a 
cafe's parking lot on the outskirts of a town. 

He put the Caddy behind the building and 
wiped his face with his sleeve. Sweat soaked 
his shirt and vest. He touched the dials of the 
climate control tenderly, stupidly, couldn't 
make sense of them. Got out and removed the 
jacket and tie and vest and stood in the breeze, 
grabbed the door frame and bent double and 
vomited sour green liquid between his black 
shoes. 

In the men's room Luntz stood at the urinal 
a full minute, but nothing came out of him. He 
flushed anyway. He put his hands on the sink and 
bowed his head and breathed several times in 
and out before raising his eyes to the mirror. 

• 

Around 11 a.m. Anita Desilvera went to the 
movies with a half-pint of Popov vodka in her 
purse. As she approached the building, she 
caught a glimpse of the poster for this epic: The 
Last Real Champ. 

She bought a ticket from the stone-faced man 
in the box and went inside. She purchased a large 
pink lemonade, and on her way into the auditorium 
she dumped half of it into the drinking fountain 
with a clatter of ice cubes. Made her way down 
the aisle in the dark to one of the front rows. 

She sat down leaving her coat on and bowed her 
face against the seat in front of her for several 
seconds, then raised it up weeping. 
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Opened the bottle and poured the vodka into 
her drink, kicked the empty under the next seat. 

This movie appeared to be about prizefighters. 
Gigantic boxing gloves plowed great globs of 
sweat from foreheads and jowls in extreme close- 
up. A man alone two rows ahead of her jerked 
and grunted as he followed the action—"Huh! 
Hah! Hoh!" 

While men on the screen beat each other's 
faces to pieces she sat in the dark and got 30 
percent drunk and found a kerchief in the pocket 
of her overcoat and buried her face in it and wept 
with greater abandon. There was really no other 
place for the wife of the Palo County prosecutor 
to gulp down booze and grieve. She didn't even 
have a key to her own house. They'd taken 
everything but the car. 

When her watch said 10 minutes till noon she 
made her way to the washroom and got her face 
back together and ran a brush through her hair 
and went out to the glaring street. 

The Packard Room lay two blocks from the 
theater. She walked briskly and breathed deeply. 
Outside the place she smoothed her gray skirt and 
straightened her coat, and as she entered the cool 
light of the greenhouse dining room she kept her 
shoulders back and made sure to smile with her 
entire face. 

Hank Desilvera sat over in the corner looking 
rich. He smiled back at her like the Prince of All 
Tomorrow while dipping to get papers from his 
briefcase. 

By the time she'd draped her coat on the empty 
chair and sat herself down, the meanest meal of 
her life lay at her place: the plea agreement. The 
letter of resignation. The waiver. Three copies of 
each. 

She picked up the pen and signed. Flushing her 
life away took 45 seconds. 

Hank just laughed and put the stuff back in 
his briefcase beside his chair. He shrugged. He 
managed to make all this seem like a tough loss 
for her in what was sure to be an otherwise 
glorious season. 

He could fuck you, frame you and roll you onto 
the street—and expect you to be having fun. 

"Tanneau has the rest of it," he said. Tanneau 
was the judge. The rest of it was the divorce 
papers. 

"Hank," she said, "can't we work on this? 

We can work this out. Look," she said, "I know 
howto forgive. I believe in forgiveness." She'd 
intended to sit all the way through this lunch, 
display a little style, but two minutes into it she'd 
already made herself a beggar. 

"Not every day comes out symmetrical, 
Babylove." 

"Don't ever call me that." 

"Babylove," he said, and the word went right 
down through her. "What about the Cajun 
chicken?" 

"What?" 

"It's new."W 

"New?" 

"Yeah. Try the Cajun chicken." 

"I'd love to! But I've got a conflict." She was 
already getting her coat on. "Will you mail me my 
copies?" 

"Where to?" he said. 

"Where to?" 

"What's the address? Where do you live life 
these days?" 

She stood staring at him while they both 
realized she had absolutely no answer to the 
question. She grabbed up the papers and stuffed 
them in the pocket of her coat and left. 


And now for Judge Tanneau and the writ of 
divorce. 

Tanneau had his offices in a renovated brick 
building, formerly a power station, now a high-rent 
fortress of commerce and law. He owned it. Despite 
all the vodka, the idea of seeing him had her heart 
pounding as she walked in the sunshine, in the 
aroma of evergreens, in all these atmospheres 
covering the stench. She would take the stairs, she 
would announce herself, she'd be ushered into the 
aura of his greatness, and he'd stand politely while 
she seated herself before his desk. He'd take his 
place behind it, fold his hands, lean toward her and 
stare at her in mild confusion and sorrow, as if he 
couldn't think of any reason why she'd come. He 
looked like a TV preacher with his big white coif, 
sentimental and telegenic. It could only have been 
a matter of time before he and Hank Desilvera 
had rubbed together and caught fire and started 
burning anybody fool enough to get close to either 
of them. And she'd gotten close to both: secretary 


phone, 

PUNCHED A NINE AND 
A ONE AND STOPPED. 

HE COULDN'T HEAR THE 
DIAL TONE. HIS EARS 
STILL RANG. THAT OLD 
COLT REVOLVER MADE 
A BANG THAT SLAPPED 
YOU SILLY.” 


to the judge, wife of the county prosecutor. 

When she got to Tanneau's office, the brand- 
new secretary claimed he wasn't in. "I'm sorry— 
did you have an appointment?" 

"He needed a signature." 

But this new secretary, Anita's replacement, a 
middle-aged woman in a chestnut frock, found 
nothing in the files for Anita Desilverio. 

"Desilver-a. For Jesus's sake. Mrs. Henry Desilvera? 
The divorce agreement?" 

"Oh. God. Yes," her replacement said. 

She had the copies in her in-basket. Anita signed 
all three and kept one. "Allow me." She dropped 
two copies in the basket marked out. Six months 
from now—that would be that. In a single morning 
with some documents and a little ink, she'd made 
herself a vagrant, a felon and a future divorcee. 

She turned and slapped the judge's door three 
times with the flat of her hand. "You know I'm out 
here." 

Her replacement drew a quick breath. "I told 
you—the judge isn't in." 

Anita put both her hands flat against the 
door. She laid her cheek against its wood. "Eight 
hundred bucks a month. Forever." 

Her replacement reached for the phone. 

"If I have to pay restitution for the rest of my life, 
guess what. You can expect to hear me yell." 

"Yell outside, then. The judge isn't in there. He's 
in the hospital." 

"Really?" 


"He went for a biopsy Friday, and they took him 
right into surgery." 

"I hope he dies." 

"You're drunk." 

"Not yet. But I like the way you think." 

• 

Gambol permitted himself to rest on his back on 
the tarmac for one minute, checking this interval 
by his wristwatch, and then rolled himself over 
onto his belly and put his palms flat against the 
pavement on either side of his shoulders. He 
rested 30 seconds before he raised himself. He 
crawled forward on two hands and one knee, 
head hanging, taking ragged breaths, hauling his 
wounded leg toward the protection of the pines. 

Propped against a tree trunk he rested for two 
minutes. When he opened his eyes the branches 
overhead seemed to rush away into the sky. 

He got his cell phone in his hand and punched 
Juarez on the speed dial. 

"Yowsah. Mistah Gambolino." 

"I need a doctor." 

"So get a doctor." 

"I need a friendly doctor. I'm shot, man." 

"Shot?" 

"That fucking Jimmy Luntz." 

"What?" 

"That fucking Jimmy Luntz shot me." 

"What?" 

"I need a doctor. And I need a ride. I need him to 
come and get me. I need a ride." 

"You hurt bad? You can't drive?" 

"The fucker took my car." 

"What?" 

"Fuck 'what.' He shot me through my leg. My 
right thigh. Through the bone, I think." 

"Your thigh?" 

"I got out to open the trunk, and he—bang, 
man." 

"Where are you?" 

"Oh...man." 

"Gambol, stay with me. Where are you?" 

"I'm near Oroville." 

"Where's Ortonville? You in San Diego County or 
something?" 

"Not Ortonville, man. Oroville. It's on Route 
Seventy. Way the hell up here past Sacramento and 
all that." 

"Which direction from Oroville? Like east, west, 
what?" 

"I think north." 

"North. Near Madrona? I got a friend in 
Madrona." 

"Get me out of here." 

"I'm on it. Where did he shoot you?" 

"In the thigh. I told you." 

"Luntz?" 

"Luntz." 

"Jimmy Luntz? Oh fuck. Oh fuck. He will die. My 
promise to you." 

"You bet your ass." 

"My promise and my gift to you. He's dead." 

Gambol shut his phone and dropped it into his 
breast pocket. He paused for half a minute before 
undertaking the effort of tightening the belt around 
his leg. The leg was numb, and he felt cold. 

He laid his head back against the tree trunk 
and considered the movements to follow and 
reviewed his consideration carefully before letting 
himself tip rightward onto his elbow and wrestling 
himself, by stages, onto his belly. As he stiffened 
his arms, raised himself and began crawling 
forward, the phone fell from his pocket, and he 
stopped. He lowered himself and took hold of it 
with his mouth. 

Gripping his bloody cell phone in his teeth he 
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dragged himself several yards farther into the 
pines and scrub and lay on his belly while sirens 
approached and arrived. 

When he heard voices getting near he struggled 
onto his side and saw the ambulance not far 
beyond the point where he'd entered the small 
stand of pines and three paramedics talking with 
two uniformed cops, cursing and laughing. The 
patrolmen had parked their cruiser right over the 
large stain on the blacktop. Even from this distance 
Gambol could make out his own blood trail. 

He turned onto his back, buttoned his cell phone 
into his jacket's lapel pocket and worked himself 
into position and dragged his leg farther away from 
the parking lot and lay in the mouth of a concrete 
culvert where he waited, staring straight upward, 
blinking rapidly to keep himself conscious, while the 
two crews decided they'd been lured here as some 
kind of prank. 

The two crews didn't stay long. As they passed 
over the culvert, he heard their vehicles thumping 
on the highway above his head. 

He had difficulty unbuttoning the inner pocket of 
his jacket and further difficulty working the buttons 
on his phone. He reached Juarez again. "Did you 
find somebody?" 

"I'm close. Stay with me. I think we can get you 
out of there. I know a vet in Madrona." 

"I'm down in a culvert. I can't move my legs." 

"Jesus, man, call an ambulance." 

"Luntz called already. They came and went." 

"Call them back!" 

"Piss on that shit." 

"Will you just call them back?" 

"I'm at the end of the blacktop, in some trees." 

"Tell me again—Route Seventy." 

"The rest stop by the Tastee-Freez north of 
Oroville." 

"I'm writing it down." 

"I'm in a culvert under the road. You got that?" 

"Keep that phone by you." 

"It's right here. Send somebody." 

"I'll try. But what if I can't?" 

"Then eat that fucker's liver while he watches." 

"It's a promise." 

Gambol closed the phone. 

He managed to sit upright against the side of 
the culvert. The breeze coming through it felt icy. 
Vehicles rumbled overhead. He laid his cell phone 
in his lap and tore at his bloody pant leg and got 
a look at the purple lipless exploded mouth in his 
flesh. He cinched the belt as tightly as it would go, 
but his hands were asleep and the wound seemed 
to well up and spill over, suck back, well up, spill 
over in a small but relentless way. 

The phone rang. He got his fingers around it and 
raised it to his cheek. Juarez said, "I told you I knew 
somebody. I'm sending a vet." 

Gambol opened his lips. Nothing came out. 

"You there?" 

"Yeah." 

"I found you a vet. Thirty minutes. Stay put now, 
hear? Don't run off." 

Gambol failed to laugh. He tried saying "Yeah" 
one more time, but his lips didn't move. 

He dozed, woke, had no idea how much time 
had passed, saw that a rivulet of his blood traveled 
away from him, moving over the dirt collected in 
the groove of the culvert, disappearing again under 
massed brown pine needles. He raised his hand to 
look at his watch but couldn't get it up to his face. 

"Hey—" he said, but very faintly. He himself 
could hardly hear it. 

He put his fingers around the phone in his lap. 
The phone slipped away with a clatter that echoed 
in the concrete cylinder, and he let himself collapse 


toward it. He had his mouth by the phone. He had 
a finger on the button. He needed the finger to 
press it. He couldn't make it happen. 

No problem. If he could keep his eyes open, he 
wasn't dead. Lying on his belly he stared at the red 
spectacle of his life as it traveled past his face and 
headed away from him through the dust. That's all 
he needed to do now. He needed to keep seeing 
his blood. 

• 

In the cafe Luntz sat quite still with his elbows on 
the counter and a menu in his face. 

"Are you going to order?" the waitress asked. 

"Is there a Feather River Tavern around here?" 

"I don't know." 

"Feather River Cafe, something like that?" 

"I don't think so. Are you going to order?" 

"Ice tea," he said and took a second trip to the 
men's room. 

He washed his hands and splashed his face with 
cold water and dried himself with hot air from a 
nozzle. He smoked half a cigarette in several rapid 
puffs and threw the rest in the toilet, went out the 
door and lifted the receiver of the pay phone beside 
the restrooms. 

Shelly answered and accepted the charges. 

"Hey. It's me," he said. 

"What's this collect?" Shelly said. "Are you 
someplace weird?" 

"I'm near Oroville." 

He heard her sigh. 

"Listen. Shelly, listen. I got on a very messed- 
up ride with this guy I sort of know. A guy who 
intended to hurt me. And I think some people are 
probably coming to see you, Shelly. In fact I'd count 
on it." 

"You mean cops?" 

"Just people." 

" People?" 

"It's bad." 

"Jimmy, Jesus Christ, Oroville? What's Oroville? 
What happened?" 

"I wish I knew." 

"You don't know?" 

"I wish I could tell you. But if anybody wants 
me—just tell them you heard from me, I'm long 
gone, I'm never coming back." 

He heard her breath in his ear, nothing else. 

"Shelly, it's a mess. I'm sorry." 

"Well, sorry fixes everything, don't it?" 

"You gotta be mad as all get-out." 

"Yeah, pretty much." 

"I'm sorry, buddy," he said and hung up. 

"How much for the tea?" he asked the waitress 
as he sat down again. 

"One fifty. Aren't you going to drink it?" 

"Let me have a pack of Camel straights, please." 

Gambol's wallet was so fat Luntz had to stand 
up to pry it out of his front pants pocket. Fat mostly 
with hundreds. He found a 20. 

"There might be a Feather River Inn," she said. 
"Kind of way up on the Feather River Road." 

Luntz put the wallet away. "No longer an issue," 
he said. 

• 

Luntz sat in the car in the cafe's parking lot, 
listening to an AM sports talk show and counting 
his blessings: 43 $100 bills and change, plus 
a wallet with a tab inside it that said genuine 
calfskin and lots of credit cards. The cards had to 
go. And probably the car. And definitely the gun. 

In his trembling hands he fanned out the crisp 
new Franklins. It wasn't much more than this that 
he owed Juarez in the first place. 

Before he took off he cracked the Caddy's trunk 
to see what else Gambol might have bequeathed 


him. Popped the lid and found a heavy white 
canvas duffel in there and unzipped it. 

The duffel held a shiny chrome- 
barreled pistol-grip shotgun and some boxes of 
shells. Five, six—seven boxes labeled 00 buck with 
maybe eight or 10 to a box. 

A pale-green squad car cruised the far edge of the 
parking lot. A county rig. Luntz zipped the bag and 
closed the trunk. 

• 

First town he hit he bought a $50 card at the 
Safeway and called Information at the pay phone 
out front. "Alhambra, California. Dooley's Tavern. 
No. Wait a minute. Dooley's is like a nickname. It's 
O'Doul's. D-O-U-L. In Alhambra." 

The phone said, "For an additional charge of fifty 
cents, you'll be connected." 

He lit a cigarette and inhaled deeply and blew 
smoke at the world. He took two clean breaths and 
punched the buttons. 

"Let me talk to Juarez." 

"Ain't no Juarez here." 

"He's in the last booth with the Tall Man and 
that skinny girl the Tall Man hangs with who used 
to strip at the Top Down Club. Tell him it's Jimmy 
Luntz. Say I owe him money." 

Juarez came on the line and said "Jimmy" in 
an experimental tone of voice. 

"Guess what. I smoked old Gambol in a rest 
stop on Highway Seventy," Luntz said. 

He could feel Juarez swimming around in his 
own head, getting a grip on this information. 

"Jimmy, you say this is Jimmy," Juarez repeated. 

"Try spending five hours in a car going nowhere, 
and suddenly, oh, come to think of it, let's pull 
over here and get a piece of rebar from the trunk 
and give you a little compound fracture below the 
knee.... You try it." 

"Jimmy what. I mean, remind me of your last 
name," Juarez said. 

"I told him let's go see Juarez," Luntz said, "and 
discuss the problem, you know? But he wouldn't 
allow it. As it is, I ended up defending myself." 

"Sure, Jimmy. Could we talk about this? Could 
you maybe stop by?" 

"Definitely not. Not in person. But I mean, I think 
you can show some mercy, right?" 

"This guy ain't making sense today," Juarez said, 
maybe to the Tall Man. "You are living in a happy 
dream," he told Luntz, "if you think there is any 
such thing as mercy." 

Luntz hung up. 

• 

Jimmy Luntz drifted in the coppertone Caddy 
alongside some kind of river, continuing north on 
70, smoking his Camel and dropping the ashes on 
the floor. Gambol didn't let you smoke in his ride, 
but it wasn't his ride anymore, was it? 

• 

Anita took her vintage Camaro—her beat-up near¬ 
worthless 1973 Camaro—out under the willows by 
the Feather River and put on Damn the Torpedoes 
and dropped the seat all the way back and lay there 
with both doors open. 

When the tape reached its end and would 
have reversed itself, the silence was such a 
blessing she hit the button and killed the power. 
Her hearing came up: the hiss of the river in this 
wide slow spot and the breeze in the branches, 
the tick of willow leaves. 

Only now did she begin to notice that the day 
was warm and fine. Or had been. The sunset shone 
down the river now, and the willows cast long 
shadows. 

She grabbed her overcoat, a big blue thing with 
a velvet collar, got out of the Camaro and tossed 
the coat down on the riverbank in the last patch 


PLAYBOY 2012 / OCTOBER - NOVEMBER 90 




FREE TV (UHF) BEAM CH. 31 / CABLE LINK CH. 40 / GLOBAL DESTINY CH. 60 / SKY CABLE CH. S4 

























NOBODYMOVE fiction 

of sun. A little dirt and leaves—who cares? She lay 
back and looked up at blue emptiness. 

"Try the Cajun chicken," she shouted at the sky. 

Hearing a vehicle, she sat upright. Across the 
river a copper-colored Cadillac with one of those 
cushy-looking vinyl roofs pulled to a stop at a 
campsite among a bunch of cottonwoods. A 
man in black dress pants and a white T-shirt got 
out holding what seemed very much like a large 
revolver. 

He reversed the weapon in his grip, holding it by 
the barrel, and tossed it underhand into the river, 
his gaze following its arc out to the middle of the 
water and then across, beyond, to meet Anita's eyes 
watching him. 

This guy didn't know much about f-ollow-through. 
His throwing arm wavered in the air and collapsed 
at his side, and he wiped his fingers on his black 
slacks. A slouchy guy, a skinny guy. He wasn't 
wearing a Hawaiian shirt at the moment but 
undoubtedly owned several. 

He took in the fact of her without seeming 
particularly surprised, and then he got into his 
Cadillac and shut the door and started backing it 
up. But he wasn't leaving. He edged his ride into a 
shady spot and turned off the engine. 

Anita considered this situation a minute before 
getting up and taking the keys from the Camaro's 
ignition and walking around to open its trunk. 

Inside she located two mayonnaise jars full of 
washers and screws, put one under each arm and 
went around to the front of the car and took from 
the glove compartment a loaded stainless-steel .357 
Magnum. 

She walked 30 feet across the bare spot where 
she'd parked and set the two jars on the dirt. She 
returned to the car, faced her targets and took 
aim with a two-hand grip in what was often called 
the Weaver stance, the gun out front of her line 
of sight and both feet planted wide apart, elbows 
flexed and her shoulders slightly hunched, and fired 
twice. 

Both jars exploded in a mist of glass and rusty 
nuts and bolts. 

She lay down again on her coat, the gun resting 
on her belly, and let the day's last sunshine warm 
her on one side. 

The sound of the Cadillac's engine came to her 
across the water, starting up and accelerating loudly 
as it took off—tires spinning, gravel rattling against 
the bark of trees—and then fading away. 

• 

Since sundown the temperature must have dropped 
20 degrees. Luntz stopped in a movie theater 
parking lot in the town of Madrona and put on his 
shirt and white tux and sat listening to cool jazz on 
the Brougham's radio. The radio's clock display said 
6:45. 

When had he last eaten? He couldn't remember. 
He had no hunger. This, he told himself, is fear. So 
live with it. 

He played with the radio on the AM band until 
he found a station that sounded likely—a young 
girl reading classified ads, mowers and pickups 
and appliances for sale by their owners. Then the 
local news. No gunplay reported. They mentioned 
the closing of a local supermarket. 

Was Gambol a corpse? Were the cops after him 
or not? How had everybody's day turned out? 

He tried the FM band. Jamaican rhythms. 
Somebody sang 

Nobody move 

Nobody get hurt 

and he listened carefully to the rest of the song 


before turning off the radio. 

The Rex Theater was showing The Last Real 
Champ, according to the marquee. It was half 
over. Luntz bought a ticket anyway. 

He sat leaning forward in the theater's second row 
with his forearms on the seat in from of him and his 
chin on his hands. In the film a guy followed a woman 
out of a bowling alley and caught her by the elbow, 
and she turned, and he said, "I'd throw everything 
away for a woman like you." 

And she replied, "Really?" and you could tell 
they were heading for a Happy Ending. 

In the final seconds of the final round the same 
guy rallied to destroy an opponent inexplicably 
40 pounds beyond his weight class. The defeated 
champion lay on the canvas, staring straight 
upward. 

Early in his teens Luntz had fought Golden 
Gloves. Clumsy in the ring, he'd distinguished 
himself the wrong way—the only boy to get 


“LUNTZ SAT IN THE CAR 
IN THE CAFE’S PARKING 
LOT, LISTENING TO AN AM 
SPORTS TALK SHOW AND 
COUNTING HIS BLESSINGS: 
43 $100 BILLS AND 
CHANGE, PLUS A WALLET 
WITH A TAB INSIDE IT THAT 
SAID GENUINE CALFSKIN 
AND LOTS OF CREDIT CARDS. 
THE CARDS HAD TO GO. AND 
PROBABLY THE CAR. AND 
DEFINITELY THE GUN.” 


knocked out twice. He'd spent two years at it. His 
secret was that he'd never, before or since, felt 
so comfortable or so at home as when lying on 
his back and listening to the far-off music of the 
referee's 10-count. 

After the film it was raining, a light, steady rain. 
Ruthless neon on the wet streets like busted candy. 
Eight P.M., dark enough to ditch the Cadillac. He drove 
it over to the town's tiny airport and parked and took 
the contents of his gym bag, the socks and underwear 
and toilet kit, and slipped them into Gambol's duffel 
and threw the gym bag into the darkness. He took off 
his black dress socks and put back on his shoes and 
wiped the car down with the socks, inside and outside, 
and left the keys under the floor mat and walked 
with Gambol's bag out of the parking lot and across 
a field of tall wet grass toward a couple of motels, 
the Ramada Inn and another one whose neon sign 
just said VACAN. The anonymous establishment, 
made of fake logs and cheap in its soul, looked like a 
place that didn't necessarily mess with credit cards. 

He went over and booked a room. All wet, no 
car, no socks, paying cash. 

• 

The numbers on the radio read 10:10. Aces 
and zeroes. Luntz lay on his bed in the Guess 
What Motel on the Feather River Road with all 
the lights on, listening to voices from a jerk-off 


movie in the next room. 

Like the building's exterior, the walls of this 
small room looked like logs too. He put his 
hand out and discovered he touched real wood. 
He hadn't known they still made things out of 
actual logs. He'd assumed all logs were fake. 

He sat up and pointed the remote control at 
the television. Nothing happened. He slapped it 
against his palm and tried again unsuccessfully. 

He reached down and hefted Gambol's duffel bag 
from the floor beside him and sat up with his feet 
on the floor and his left hand resting on the bag 
for a good two minutes before pulling the zipper 
all the way from one end to the other. 

The weapon nesting in the duffel bag, with its 
pistol grip and its gleaming chrome barrel about 18 
inches long, looked untouchable. He didn't touch it. 
He closed the zipper and stashed the bag under the 
bed and went out for some no-fake mountain air. 

The rain had quit. He stood under a lot of stars, 
too many, more stars, in fact, than he'd ever seen. 
The chilly night air tasted clean and innocent. That 
lucky feeling came over him. 

He walked across the parking lot to the lounge 
at the Ramada Inn and went directly to the pay 
phones by the restrooms in the back. 

"Look," he said when he had O'Doul's on the 
phone, "I know he's sitting right there. Put him on. 
Tell him Luntz." 

While he waited with his back to the lounge he 
heard the voices and smooth jazz. His hands were 
shaking and his throat was tight. 

Juarez came on the line. "Luntz, is it now. Next 
thing you'll want to be Mister Luntz. Mister Luntz 
Esquire." 

"Yeah—you know how many holes a double¬ 
aught buck shotgun shell is going to make in your 
face?" 

"Where are you calling from?" 

"From the pay phone right outside where you're 
sitting." 

"The fuck you are." 

"I'm right out here on Fourth, senor, with 
Gambol's Winchester under my big old shirt. I'm 
looking right at you." 

Juarez was talking to somebody else now— 
probably sending the Tall Man outside to verify. 
"Where you from, Luntz—Luntzville? You ain't 
nothing but a little puto." 

"Gambol said something similar. Then I blew 
him up." 

"Guess what. He didn't die." 

"Yeah, I didn't think so." 

"Listen to me, Luntz. Do you remember this 
fucker Cal from Anaheim, they called him Cal 
Trans?" 

"Yeah, sure, I heard all about that stuff." 

"Gambol and I sat down and made a meal of his 
balls. Anaheim oysters. Very tasty." 

"I heard all about it, yeah." 

"What about Luntzville? They make pretty good 
oysters there?" 

Luntz said, "Best oysters in the world, Juarez," 
and hung up. 

• 

She woke on the riverbank with rain falling on 
her face. She got up and closed herself inside the 
car. Burrowed into the big blue coat. Woke some 
time later stiff and cold, having slept deeply and 
freely. 

She found the key and fired it up. Turned 
on the AM radio and caught a country station 
drifting over from Sparks, Nevada while the engine 
warmed and the defroster blew the mist off the 
glass. Giant night of stars out there. She headed 
onto the highway. 
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The man from Sparks said it was 10 P.M. She'd 
slept like the dead for nearly four hours. Eighteen 
months she'd spent fighting the judge and Hank, 
politicking the sheriff and the town council and 
harrying her lawyers and working the press, 
campaigning against the inevitable. Now it was 
over. Time for a long vacation. Not that she could 
afford even a short one. 

At the lounge at the Ramada near the county 
airport she ordered a second tequila sunrise as 
the waitress delivered the first one. "And please, 
please," she said, "don't turn on the karaoke." 

"I'll wait till eleven," the girl said. 

"Just wait till I'm gone." 

"Happy hour starts at eleven." 

"Then I'm working on a deadline." 

Why do they call it happy, and why do they 
say it's an hour? Happy hour lasts two miserable 
hours. Aah, she thought—who am I talking to? 
And how many seconds till some asshole offers 
to buy me a drink and make me a satisfied 
woman? 

Approximately 18 seconds. The same skinny guy 
from the river—the one who'd tossed the gun to 
the currents—coming back from the pay phone and 
toilets, now sporting a checkered vest and white 
tux over his T-shirt. He paused beside her booth. 
Exactly the cheap bastard for whom the $2 window 
was invented. 

"Hey there," he said. 

"Very suave. You silver-tongued devil." 

"Are you a resident of this motel or just a 
patron?" 

"I'm not anything," she said. "I'm having a 
drink." 

He dropped something, a quarter, stooped to 
pick it up, dropped it, picked it up again and stood 
looking around him as if the room had changed 
drastically in the two seconds he'd had his eyes off 
it. Not drunk. A little too vibrant for drunk. 

He perched himself on the very outermost corner 
of the seat across from her, saying, "I don't usually 
just walk up and sit down with people." 

"Help yourself. I was just leaving." 

He peered at her, nearsighted or stupid, she 
couldn't tell which, and said, "What is your 
nationality?" 

"What?" 

"Are you a spic?" 

She stared. "Yeah. I am. Are you an 
asshole?" 

"Mostly," he said. 

"What's your name?" 

He said, "Uh." 

"Uh? What is Uh? Lithuanian or something?" 

"You're witty," he said. "My name's Frank. 
Franklin." 

"Frankie Franklin," she said, "I have a lot on my 
mind right now, and I'd like to be alone." 

"No problemo," he said and kind of oozed 
out of the booth and dematerialized. 

The barmaid brought her a second tequila sunrise 
while she ordered a third. "Hey, miss," Anita said, 
"when do we get this karaoke rolling?" 

• 

Luntz watched it all unwind. The woman was the 
hit of the evening, at least in her own opinion. 

She sat on a stool she'd dragged from the bar and 
placed exactly next to the karaoke contraption, 
nobody daring to interfere with this spectacle, and 
singing half a song and talking through the rest 
of it and selecting another through two hours of 
encores, but nobody called for them. 

She wore a blue coat over the same gray skirt 
and white blouse he'd seen her in this afternoon by 
the river. A good-looking woman. With or without 
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makeup, in any style of clothes, drunk or sober. 
"Thank you very much, I love this town!" she said 
many, many times. 

She stopped reading the lyrics on the screen 
and made up her own instead and then stopped 
singing the melodies and made those up too, 
closing her eyes and riffing about a guy named 
Hank who walked with the devil and had stolen 
her soul, but not all of her soul, she sang, not the 
important part. 

"That woman needs a pill," the waitress said. 

Luntz disagreed. "Man," he said, "she breaks 
your heart." 

Once in a while Luntz went out to smoke a 
cigarette under the stars. The rest of the time he 
stood by the cash-out, playing the scratch-off 
instant lottery, rubbing one by one at the numbers 
in a stack an inch thick, tossing the losers on the 
counter till he had quite a pile. He spent 80 bucks 
and made back 65. 

By one A.M. she'd cleared the place out and was 
just drinking and muttering into the microphone 


JIMMY LUNTZ DRIFTED IN 
THE COPPERTONE CADDY 
ALONGSIDE SOME KIND 
OF RIVER, CONTINUING 
NORTH ON 70, SMOKING 
HIS CAMEL AND DROPPING 
THE ASHES ON THE 
FLOOR. GAMBOL DIDN’T 
LET YOU SMOKE IN HIS 
RIDE, BUT IT WASN’T HIS 
RIDE ANYMORE, WAS IT? 


while the waitress chatted with the barmaid. 

"I believe," the woman said into her 
microphone, with plenty of reverb, "that's Frankie 
Franklin over there. He's piling up them Lotto tix." 

He raised a hand high and gave her a thumbs- 
up. 

"What is Frankie about to do with them Lotto 
tix? Make himself a little bonfire?" 

She punched buttons on the machine and 
after 30 seconds of music jumped onto the 
chorus—"Come on baby light my fi-yer! Come on 
baby light my fi-yer!" She stopped singing and her 
gaze drifted down and sideways, and she smiled 
at nothing. 

Luntz walked over. "Can I ask a favor? I need a 
ride." 

"You do?" 

"I do. I really do." 

"Where's Frankie's Cadillac?" 

"Oh. The Caddy. Yeah." 

"I saw you by the river, Frankie. Remember?" 

"I wouldn't forget seeing you." 

"Caddy end up in the river too?" 

"It was a loaner. So how about a ride to my 
motel?" 

"Call a cab." 

"I was thinking you'd be quicker." 

"Which motel?" 


"The Log Inn over there." 

"Across the parking lot? Very funny." 

"I'm witty too, just like you." 

"The Log Inn. Doesn't the wood stink when it's 
wet?" 

"So how about a ride?" 

"I don't drive a cab. Hey, Frankie. Let me buy a 
round. What are you drinking?" 

"This is a Diet Coke." 

"Don't you drink?" 

He paused for a good little while before he 
answered. 

"I gamble," he said. 

"And what about for a living? If it's not too 
forward of me. What do you do?" 

"I gamble. I gamble." 

"What's the point of gambling?" 

"I didn't realize there had to be a point." 

"This is starting to sound like one of those messed- 
up conversations," she said. 

"You could get me a can of beer, but I probably 
wouldn't finish it. My stomach burns easy. I can't 
even drink coffee." 

She raised her mike to her lovely mouth and 
looked over at the waitress and said, "I better have 
some coffee myself. Black, please." Up close, in 
somber light, he couldn't say if she was supposed 
to be a Mexican or Hawaiian or some semi-Filipino 
mutt. 

"Where are you from originally?" 

"The rez." 

"What?" 

"The reservation." 

"What?" 

"Yeah." 

The waitress brought her a Styrofoam cup and she 
dribbled half the coffee down her blouse and was 
completely unapologetic about it. "I don't need coffee 
anyway. I can't sleep anyway lately." 

"You too? Me -neither." 

"I didn't sleep for two days, and then I had a 
nap." 

"Two days? Why?" 

"Because I didn't have a bed, Frankie. What 
about you? Why can't you sleep?" 

"Too many plans on my mind. It's been one 
heck of a day." 

She peered at him. "You too?" 

"So, anyway," Luntz said. 

She stood up, said, "Thank you very much! I love 
this town!" and walked out the door into the night. 

Luntz went after her because he just couldn't 
stand it. 

She stood out front digging in her purse with 
one hand, nearly choking herself with its strap. 

"I'd throw everything away for a woman like 
you." 

"Jesus Christ," she said and walked with 
considerable difficulty the 20 feet to her little hot 
rod. 

He stood and watched while she searched 
for the driver's seat with her beautiful ass. She 
saw him watching and gave him the finger and 
slammed the door. 

Luntz headed in the other direction, toward 
the end of the building and the parking lot 
across which waited the Log Inn. After 30 
seconds listening to his own steps on the 
pavement he heard her tires screech and next 
the sound of her engine rising and falling and 
rising again and then coming up behind him. 

Stopping for him, she nearly ran him down. 
While he got in the car the dome light illuminated 
her dimly, staring straight ahead, stupid-drunk. "I 
can do anything I want," she said. 

• 

(continue to page 100) 
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ANOTHER JIVE CREW DJ SWEPT 
PLAYBOY AWAY WITH HER BEATS 
AND MOVES. 

DJ Nina Saputil, Manila's DJ 
Mixtress is setting the footsteps 
for local female DJ acts to follow. 

She tells us why living the life of a DJ has the best perks. 
"Besides having a pass to all the dubs in the Metro, I 
get to go to different places. I get to party, literally, 
until I drop. And the best part of it all is that I get to 
play music and entertain people, just the main things 
that give me a sense of fulfillment", explains Nina. 

With a perfect resume, and a tender age, DJ Nina is 
overwhelmed and pressured every time people tell her 
that she is one of the first top female DJs in Manila. 

It's lights up and glowstidks on as we spice up her 
credentials even more — so here's Nina, the talented 
Mixtress of Manila. 
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ESSENTIAL POLISH 



WHAT USED TO BE A WORKING CLASS HARNESS HAS BEEN RECKLESSLY MODIFIED AND PLAYED DOWN AND OUT IN CASUAL LOOKS. IF PULLING OFF A SUIT OR ATUX GETS ONE 
A SARTORIAL NODJHEN SPORTING A TIE RIGHT EARNS YOU WINGS, WITH THE LADIES AT LEAST A GOOD CHOICE OF A TIE SHOULD BISECT YOUR BODY AND POINT ATTENTION TO 
YOUR FACE,THIS SHOULD BE A CUETHATYOU ARE PUTTOGETHER RIGHT WITH THAT SAID A TIE COM PLEMENTSTHE REST OF AN OUTFIT AND IS NOT A HIGHLIGHT OPTIONS MAY 
BE OVERWHELMING. GET ONETHAT IS NARROW BUT NOT ABSURDLY SKINNY IN CHOOSING ATI E, DO NOT GO FOR PLAYFUL. GO FOR SUBTLE, RELAXED BUT MEAN, 

TWO RULES: TH E TIE’S TIP SHOULD GO PAST OR OVER THE BELT BUCKLE, BUT NOTAN OBVIOUS PORTION PAST THE TROUSER WAISTBAND. SECOND, 

THE KNOT SHOULD ALWAYS BE SNUG UP THE NECKLINE, AND NEVER A BULKY ONE. 




The Slim Wool Tie 




Its texture breaks the monotony of the 
texture of your suit and trousers. Choose 
a black one for starters, to go with crisp 
white oxford dress shirts. 


Always go for dark or deep navy, Avoid 
ties with bold patterns and jarring 
colors. Stripes and pin-dot patterns 
become versatile only with fabrics 
designed tone on tone. 


A wool tie in shades of gray is a 
statement. Its texture and soft effect 
adds unexpected richness, especially 
when worn on special occasions. 


A wool tie in shades of gray is a 
statement. Its texture and soft effect 
adds unexpected richness, especially 
when worn on special occasions. 



HATS HAVE GONE FROM A STAPLE UTILITARIAN PIECETO AN ACCESSORY WORN AS ACQUIREDTASTE. ALTHOUGH DONNING HATS MAY SEEM LIKETHE MYSTERIOUS, 
SELF-ASSURED STYLISH GUY'S ARMOR AND WEAPON, IT'S NOT TOO LATE TO MAKE IT ONE'S OWN STATEMENT CONSIDER THE FIT WHEN BUYING 
YOUR FIRST SET OF HATS. IT SHOULD STICK NEATLY AROUND YOUR HEAD, NOT SLACKEN AND NOT TIGHT 
THE SURE WAY TO GO IS A NARROW-BRIMMED HAT IN BLACK AND SHADES OF GRAY. A FELT HAT MAY NOT BE FAVORED BECAUSE OF THIS WEATHER. 

YOU MAY HOWEVER FIND VARIED HAT TEXTURES IN STORES. 



The Fedora 

You don't have to be a rockstar to pull 
off a fedora, or else start wearing one 
to get a feel of just that. Pick one with a 
narrow brim to furbish the suit's appeal. 
It does not take a lot of nerves to amp 
cool up with a plain white tee with it 
either. Get a brown straw fedora to tag 
along beach trips. 



The Walking Hat 

A walking hat looks like a cross between 
a bucket hat and a fedora. It is usually 
crafted with heavy fabric, treated to 
be waterproof, with a crown that may 
be pinched to shape. A walking hat 
in textured gray is easily adaptable 
with business casual or chinos for the 
weekend. 



The Porkpie 

The porkpie has a narrow brim and 
squared wider crown that may also be 
molded to complement a face shape. If 
you have a long face and a pointy chin, 
the brim covers your forehead. Own this 
look as you may find that the hat seems 
to be made especially for you. 



The Newsboy 

The newsboy cap can bring a youthful 
look at the same time a pensively literati 
charm. That is because some of the 
world's renowned authors and leaders 
have been photographed wearing it. A 
textured ash newsboy hat with a white 
oxford shirt spells easy style minus the 
effort. 
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LIVE THE 

ITALIAN 

TRADITION 

WITH THESE DELECTABLE 
FOOD FROM THE SOUTH 


FOCACCIA WITH CROSTINI SAUCE 
- LIGHT BUT FLAVORFUL WOOD-FIRED 
OVEN-BAKED FOCACCIA, PIZZA BIANCA 
FOR GUISSEPE’S, IS TOPPED WITH EXTRA 
VIRGIN OLIVE OIL, BASIL AND TOMATOES. 


Giussepe's 
Bonavitacola serves 
an Italian tradition 
of wood-fired-oven- 
baked homemade 

food from recipes handed 
down to him through 
generations. Guissepe 's is 
modest but homey restaurant 
that has been a pride of 
Tacloban for 16 years now. 



SEAFOOD PLATTER 


PENNE PORCINI MUSHROOM AND TRUFFLE OIL 




PASTA IN CHERRY TOMATO SAUCE 


EASY ON THE SUGAR 


HEALTHY IS SEXY, RIGHT? STILLJO HAVE A STRAPPING PHYSIQUE TAKES 
EFFORT AND THE WAY TO A WINNING FORM IS EASIER SAID THAN DONE. 


Apart from staying fit and toned by 
keeping up with workout routines, we 
find ways to combat harmful stuff that 
can make us sick. If the health adage 
"An Ounce of Prevention Is Worth A 
Pound of Cure" has been heeded since 
the outset of the notion then major 
diseases may have been a thing of the 
past. We have, however, grown into 
habits which make us carelessly and 
unconsciously set aside the threatening 
consequences of an improper diet. 
When it comes to maintaining one's 
health, too much of a good thing may 
actually be bad. This fast-paced age 
could not stress this fact more. Take a 
quick science trip to know the good and 
the bad. 

Easy on the white sugar. 

You snould know by now that sugar is 
carbohydrates that give energy. Sugar 
is the simple carbohydrates that give us 
that instant boost of energy. Complex 
carbohydrates, on the other hand, we 
get from whole grains and vegetable 
starches. They get stored for needed 
energy. It is not news that refined sugar 


is stripped off of its nutrients after going 
through the refining process. Refined 
sugar will not consist of chromium, 
cobalt, manganese, copper, zinc and 
magnesium. The mineral reserves of 
our bodies digest its calories instead. 

This causes weight gain with looming 
complications. It is not news either that 
we'd rather choose refined sugar for its 
color and taste. 

Erratic Boosts of Energy. 

Consuming sugar-laden food to gam 
energy has been a long-running 
misconception. Consequently, whole 
grain and starchy foods that are 
processed to have a long shelf-life also 
turn into nutrient-less calories. When 
sugars and processed carbohydrates 
are consumed, they are broken down 
instantly and a surplus of sugar goes 
directly to the bloodstream. The 
pancreas will react to secrete insulin, a 
hormone tasked to keep the balance of 
blood sugar. Insulin then processes the 
excess sugar into glycogen for energy, or 
else stores it as fat. An over-production 
of insulin causes the blood sugar to drop 



too low. The human body is 
not designed to handle extra 
amounts of sugar, so energy 
erratically rises and drops as 
the bloodstream also loses 
sugar when fat conversion 
happens. 


Mind the number 
of tablespoons. 

C*neck the label of processed 
food, too. A little of everything 
every day leads to a major ailment. 

Too much false sugars in the body 
may cause diabetes (high blood sugar) 
or hypoglycemia (low blood sugar). 
Hypoglycemia leads to adult-onset 
diabetes. Fatigue, lack of concentration 
and anxiety are its symptoms. Adult- 
onset diabetes or Type II Diabetes is a 
degenerative disease that is a result of 
the inability of cell receptors to respond 
to the amount of insulin. Thus, cells 
lack food to produce energy. According 
to the Department of Health, diabetes 
is one chronic disease that affects 3.36 
million Filipinos today. It is the country's 
leading cause of adult blindness, kidney 
failure and non-traumatic limb loss. 
False sugars also cause cardiovascular 
diseases. High insulin diminishes the 
levels of good cholesterol, causing high 
blood pressure and obesity. While it is 
not clear if sugars cause cancers, it is 
known that cancer cells feed directly on 


speed 
up tumor 
growth. 


Call the shots. Getting your cells 
back to better condition by rethinking 
your diet may not happen overnight. 

But you can weigh facts for a decision 
now. You will find yourself feeling better 
by cutting down on processed foods 
and eating whole fresh foods, fruits 
and vegetables, and farm fresh meats 
instead. Add in vitamin supplements 
that get absorbed by cells directly with a 
powerful anti-oxidant nutrition. A fresh 
perspective, with smart choices, should 
get you in tip-top shape. 
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READY FOR THE OCTAGON: 


PHOTO SOURCE: www.wikipedia.org (A phoio of the Sirikeforce octagon at Strikeforce Challengers 13 lay Matthew Tosh) 

MIXED MARTIAL ARTS IS A FIGHTING STYLETHAT COMBINES VARIOUS SCHOOLS OF 
COMBAT, WITH AN EMPHASIS ON BOXING, MUAYTHAI, BRAZILIAN JIU-JITSU, AND 
WRESTLING METHODS. A WELL-ROUNDED PRACTITIONER WILL BE SKILLED IN BOTH 
STRIKING AND GRAPPLINGTECHNIQUESTHAT HAVE BEEN ADAPTED FOR CAGED COMBAT. 


SPARRING IS 
A GREAT WAY 
TO SIMULATE 
TOURNAMENT 
CONDITIONS IN A 
MORE CONTROLLED 
SETTING. UNDER 
THE WATCHFUL 
EYE OF A TRAINER, 
YOU CAN COMBINE 
ALL ELEMENTS 
OFYOUR 
TRAINING WITH 
A SIGNIFICANTLY 
REDUCEDTHREAT 
OF INJURY 


s a sport, Mixed Martial Arts' origins can be traced 
back to Ancient Greece where sparring with 
leather gloves was part of an athlete's physical 
training. However, MMA's modern version is 
commonly linked to Brazilian Vale Tudo (a full- 
^k ofl^k contact "no-holds-barred" or "anything goes" 
fighting). The sport gained a cult following with the introduction 
of the Ultimate Fighting Championships in the early 90's. Despite 
being banned in mainstream media due to its brutal nature, 
improved rules, official sanctioning, and the rise of charismatic 
personalities made the sport enormously popular in recent years. It 
became widely accepted as a distinct, devastating fighting style in 
its own right. 

Ok, here's the good news: You don't need Chuck "The Ice 
Man" Liddell's cage-prowess to get into MMA. Whether you're a 
competitive athlete, a recreational martial arts student, or simply 
looking for a way to get in phenomenal shape, MMA training is an 
engaging and effective way to sharpen your physical and mental 
condition. Intense training sessions can burn over 1,000 calories 
per hour. Beyond being physically demanding, MMA challenges 
practitioners to simultaneously use a wide variety of martial arts 
styles giving one's physique a good workout. 

So, how does one get started? 

First, you'll need to find the right gym. A simple online search 
can point you to good gyms in your area. You'll want to find an 
accessible one where you can attend workout sessions regularly. 
Most reputable gyms will have websites containing information 
on the classes they offer and their resident trainers. There are also 
helpful forums, like www.mmaphilippines.net, where you can read 
reviews and ask questions. 

Next, you'll want to invest in some reliable training gear. MMA 
is a contact sport and good equipment will go a long way in 
protecting you from workout injuries. Standard MMA training 
gear include headgear, mouthguard, hand wraps, 4-6-ounce 
MMA gloves, MMA shorts (with a non-restrictive design for both 
standing and ground combat), shinguards, and groin protector. 
Some popular equipment brands include Tapout, Sprawl, Revgear, 
Combat Sports, and Hayabusa. These are relatively affordable, and 
will endure a fair amount of wear and tear. It will also spare you a 
visit to the doctor. 

A typical workout include some combination of solo physical 


conditioning exercises; 
heavy-bag work; partnered 
pad-exercises to sharpen your 
striking game (in MMA you 
can utilize your fists, knees, 
and elbows); grappling and 
submission drills (to sharpen 
your ground game); defensive 
tactics, and — for more 
advanced athletes — sparring 
sessions. 

Sparring is a great way to 
simulate tournament conditions 
in a more controlled setting. 
Under the watchful eye of a 
trainer, you can combine all 
elements of your training with 
a significantly reduced threat 
of injury. For an additional 
fee, many gyms will offer 
private instructions for a 
more personalized training 
experience. 

If individuals who have 
reached an appropriate training 
level and fitness are interested 
in competing, some gyms may 
be able to coordinate inter-gym 
"smokers" (amateur-level 
sparring competitions) or 
facilitate introducing interested 
parties to a professional league 
(for more advanced and 
experienced fighters). However, 
if your full-contact fighting isn't 
your thing, many classes cater 
to professionals or enthusiasts 
who simply want to blow off 
some steam. 

Interested? Then go visit 
one of your local MMA training 




facilities now. Getting started 
is simple and only requires a 
motivation to get in shape, an 
interest in learning something 
new, and maybe just a little bit 
of boldness on your part. The 
physical and mental benefits 
are plentiful (based on personal 
experience) and you'll feel a 
confidence high that most 
people are unfamiliar with. Not 
to mention that MMA training 
is incredibly fun. 

So whether you just have a 
casual interest or just hungry to 
engage in full-contact combat, 
Mixed Martial Arts offers a little 
something for everyone. Give 
it a shot and you might enjoy 
being part of the physically-elite 
family of MMA enthusiasts. 


FACT YOU 


► MATT SERRA IS 
THE FIRST AMERICAN 
THAT THE GRACIE 
FAMILY AWARDED A 
BLACK BELT TO. 

► THE GRACIE 
FAMILY WERE FIRST 
NOTICED WHEN 
RORION DID A 1989 
PLAYBOY ARTICLE 
CLAIMING TO BE THE 
BADDEST MAN ON 
THE PLANET AND 
ISSUING THE "GRACIE 
CHALLENGE". 
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PARASITE MUSEUM, TOKYO 

WHEN WAS THE LAST TIME YOU TOOK A 
MOMENT TO THINK ABOUT THE MIGHTY 
PARASITES OF THE WORLD? NOT TOO 
RECENTLY? WELL, A VISIT TO TOKYO'S 
PARASITE MUSEUM CAN CHANGE ALL THAT. 


THE FIRST WORLD-CLASS SCIENCE MUSEUM IN THE PHILIPPINES. 

The daily workings of the various facets of 
the mind and its enigmas become a showcased 
phenomena in an urban playground — the first 
world-class science museum in the Philippines. The 
Mind Museum, located at Bonifacio Global City in 
Taguig, is an appealing and entertaining way to 
introduce science to the youth and to revive the 
marvels of learning to adults. The P1B project by the 
Bonifacio Art Foundation boasts of five galleries with 
state of the art models in 250 interactive exhibits. 

These are designed and conceptualized by Filipino 
artists and scientists, with the support of business 
firms that promote knowledge and technology. 

Undoubtedly, a hands-on experience of concepts is 
simply a cool way to have a deeper understanding 
about our behavior and composition with all the 
ingenious innovations, insights, and fun in a creative 
space that any age and culture would enjoy. 
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NOBODYMOVEfiction (continued from page 93) 


The first two things she did on entering were to 
throw her purse on the bed and then go to the 
nightstand and pick up his checkered bow tie. 
She examined it and turned to him, holding it to 
her throat. 

Luntz said, "Boy, I'd like to see you wearing just 
that and nothing else." 

She kicked her high heels off and said, "May I 
have a glass of water, please?" 

He filled the plastic cup in the john and 
brought it to her and she drained it in under 
five seconds, gaspiWng between swallows, and 
headed for the john herself, saying, "Refill." She 
didn't stagger, but she walked very carefully. 

Luntz picked up his bow tie and stood staring 
at it. 

On his bed, the woman's purse started chirping. 
Luntz said, "Should I get your phone?" 

She came out through the bathroom door, 
grabbed her cell phone from a side pocket in 
her purse and went back into the bathroom and 
tossed the phone in the toilet. She hiked her skirt 
and yanked her pantyhose to her knees and sat 
down, all in one motion, and started peeing kind of 
musically. 

Luntz said, "Hold my calls." 

He stood in the bathroom doorway watching, 
and as she reached back for the handle, failing to 
locate it, he said, "Welcome to my humble origins." 

"It does stink when it's wet." 

She came out with another glass of water and 
drank it down and exhaled loudly. She kissed him 
wetly on the lips, tasting of booze and just a bit 
like something else even worse, puke maybe, 
but he didn't care. She drew back and said, "You 
think I'm just too hammered to know better." 

"Yeah, I do—and thank God." 

"Nope. I know where I am. I know where up is." 

She stepped away from him and pointed at 
the ceiling. 

"Good." 

"It's just, it's just, hey—it's feeling good right 
now to be around somebody who's not full of shit 
up to his eyeballs." 

"Are you kidding? I'm the most fulla shit guy I 
know." 

"Well," she assured him, "you're not the most 
fulla shit guy I know." She grabbed the hem of her 
-coffee-stained white blouse and wrestled it up 
over her head, but she could only get it so far, and 
she appeared to be lost in it, wavering side to side 
in her crimson bra. "Not even close," she said. Fell 
backward onto the bed, her arms and head tangled 
in her blouse, one tit coming out of its red cup and 
the gray skirt hiked up nearly to her crotch and her 
feet dangling off the mattress. 

Luntz grabbed her ankles and swung her legs 
around so she lay out straight. He hooked his 
fingers into the elastic waistline and pulled her 
skirt and pantyhose down both together. Her body 
seemed slack. She might have passed out. "Tough 
break," he said. But he only meant for her. 

He took off his tux, his checkered vest, the 
T-shirt, the pants. 

She was conscious after all. She plucked at the 
blouse wrapped around her head and got it down 
below the level of her eyes and looked at him, 
speaking through its folds, stark naked below her 
waist. "So—are you a waiter?" 

"What?" 

"Is that what the tux is about?" 

"No. I'm in a barbershop chorus." 

"Like a quartet." 

"No. Bigger, between eighteen and thirty guys, 
depending on who shows up. I'm in a quartet 
sometimes, too. But the quartet's not that good. We 


don't practice." 

"But not your chorus. Your chorus is good, 
huh?" 

"No. We're not that good either." 

"Frankie Franklin, are you a loser?" 

"Not when I'm lucky." 

"When was a guy like you ever lucky?" 

He pulled her blouse over her head and a 
couple of buttons popped loose and flew at his 
face. "Shit, honey," he said, "have you looked at 
yourself in the mirror lately? I'm lucky now." 

• 

Gambol was able to see, but nothing he saw made 
sense. Yet it wasn't quite like dreaming. He closed 
his eyes. 

A woman's voice spoke some words, then the same 
words once more, and again the same words. 

He said, "Fuck off." 

• 

He seemed to have fallen from a narrow bed 
and now found himself jammed in a space even 
narrower. He sighed. 


LUNTZ GRABBED HER 
ANKLES AND SWUNG HER 
LEGS AROUND SO SHE LAY 
OUT STRAIGHT. HE HOOKED 
HIS FINGERS INTO THE 
ELASTIC WAISTLINE AND 
PULLED HER SKIRT AND 
PANTYHOSE DOWN BOTH 
TOGETHER. HER BODY 
SEEMED SLACK. SHE MIGHT 
HAVE PASSED OUT. “TOUGH 
BREAK.” 


A woman said, "Jesus. Well—at least you're 
moving. Can you sit up?" 

He said, "Leave me alone." 

"At least get back up here and lie straight." 

He said, "No. Fuck off." 

He realized he was staring at the roof of a car's 
interior. Every time he breathed, he heard the slight 
creaking of plastic. 

Later he deduced he must be lying on a plastic 
sheet inside a car. 

The woman was talking again. "Yeah. You're a major 
mess today. Can you sit up?" 

"Fuck off." 

"If you can move, I want you inside. Sit up. Sit 
up. One stage at a time." 

• 

He was sitting on a couch, his injured leg stretched 
out on an ottoman. He was looking at a television 
in a small living room with a woman who said, 
"Wow, do you ever feel like you're just in the 
future? I mean, like science fiction?" 

"Shut up. Who are you?" 

"I told you who I am." 

"The fuck you did." 

"Then who have I been talking to for the last half 
hour?" 

"I didn't hear us talking." 


"How's the pain?" 

The pain, though it belonged to his right leg, 
radiated in astounding waves out to his toes and up 
to his jaw. "Real bad." 

She put a bowl beside him on the couch. "I 
want you to suck on some ice. Just to keep your 
throat lubricated." 

Some of the pain made it all the way to his 
right eyeball and also the tip of his nose. 

"Are you there?" 

"I'm somewhere." 

"It hurts," she said. "I know. It hurts." 

"You got any dope?" 

"Not yet. It's coming." 

"Fuck." 

"Hang in there." 

"Fuck. Jesus Christ." 

"Don't choke on that ice." 

"Fuck. Fuck." 

Fighting the pain only made it worse. Gambol 
paid attention to the pain, to its shape, its location 
and its travels, and tried to stay relaxed. 

A doorbell rang. Voices spoke in another world, 
where people had thoughts worth voicing. 

Laughter. Silence. 

She came to him with a hypo and said, "The 
cavalry has arrived." By this time the pain had 
conquered every physical part of him and had begun 
to involve his soul. Then the sensations flattened out 
and got hard to locate, and as long as he didn't try 
moving, things were pretty jolly. 

• 

"You ready for some water?" 

"Yeah." 

She brought him a glass with a straw. He 
could hardly swallow, but it was sweet. "Drink 
as much as you can. Watch your IV, hon. Don't 
move that hand around. Other hand." 

He hadn't noticed the drip in his left wrist. "I 
feel paralyzed." 

"I couldn't give you any blood." 

"Yeah. A person can't live on horse blood, 
right?" 

"What?" 

"You're a vet, right?" 

She laughed and said something he couldn't 
hear. 

• 

She woke him and fed him some pills and held 
the glass while he sucked at the straw until the 
glass was empty. The light around them seemed 
like morning light. But it might have been 
evening. "You got any coffee?" 

"Coffee won't help right now." 

"Just give me a cup of coffee." 

The smell was wonderful, but it tasted wrong 
coming through a straw. "Just let me drink it." 

"Sure." 

His hand felt like a senseless mitten. She 
helped him hook his finger through the cup's 
handle. 

"Give me the fucking thing." 

"I just gave it to you. Relax." 

She turned on the television. He sipped his coffee 
and stared at the colorful screen. 

After a while he said, "I need a car. And I need 
a gun." 

(To be continued.... ) 

The second installment of Nobody Moves 
will be featured in the DECEMBER 2012 ISSUE 
of PLAYBOY. 


O 
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CITYSTATE TOWER HOTEL 


ISUZU 


¥ 

Jobie Reprado 

0917-PLAYBOY 

lobie@pbphll.com 


CHERRY BLOSSOMS HOTEL 


SeflorAlha Spanish & International Restaurant 


Meetings and KvctiLs 


www.casavallejobaguio.com 

www.casaalonsoboracay.com 

www.lakbayanhotels.com 


GENCARS 


ISUZU MAKATI 
www.isuzumakati.com 
2113, Chino Roces Avenue 
Corner Dela Rosa St. Makati City 
Tel. Nos.:(02) 819-1213 
819-1219/893-8913 


FACES (^CURVES 

ReCRiATE YOUR BEAUTY 


Rooms tuid Sillies 
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Tel.: ( 632 > TOS.WOl Ht 10 
P-'nA; <*•«) *32 i|72 

LiBii.U . cULujft vLll li yI tId 8 oa] j.‘- tLtnlO.<.■ 0 . 1.1 l pi t 
VVL'-hsjiL’-' Yirwyv, diBryhln uHHi mliotel i.'iLtii pit 


ISUZU 

FortKejoumey that matters 


ANNAPOLIS . GREENHILLS . SAN JUAN 

facesandcurves.com 


ISUZU 

Drive with Confidence 


ISUZU 


e Possibilities are Endless 


MINI GLOBAL CITY 

5 th AVENUE CORNER 26 th ST. BONIFACIO 
GLOBAL CITY, TAGUIG CITY 

TELEFAX: - 6302 - 865-7555 

WWW.MINI.COM.PH 


•' , 4 Jxa }Lins 

TEL NO: (02) 624-67-57, (0917) 565-33-62 
UNIT 3 EIGHT JADE BUILDING SANTOLAN RD. 
SAN Jl IAN CITY, METRO MANILA. 


* WE DO PICK-UP AND DELIVER 

* WE ACCEPT HOME SERVICE 

* IXX3 TRAININCi (OBEDIENCE CONFIRMATION) 

* SHOOTER 

* WE SELL PUPPIES OCCASIONALY 

* FREE WI-FI 




























































PLAYBOY 

NEWS 


MAN. EDITOR STEPHANIE WITH INTL. PUBLISHING 
EDITORIAL COORDINATOR ADAM PODOLSKI 
AND JOCHEN DIELEMANS FROM NETHERLANDS 


Playboy Mansion 
Tours Start 


THE PLAYMATE DANCERS 


VENEZUELA MARKETING MNGR. RODOLFO 
CALCANO AND EDITOR IN CHIEF VICTOR MARTIN 
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PLAYBOY 

FAVORITE 

WOMEN 


APO HIKING SOCIETY 

From their 1973 farewell- 
that-wasn't, the fathers 
of OPM, APO Hiking 
Society spoke on their 
careers, groupies and 
reality shows that keep 
them as part of the 
legends in the music 
industry. 


RyanCayabyab 

One of the most 
renowned musicians in 
the Philippine industry, 
Ryan Cayabyab answers 
20 Questions and speaks 
to PLAYBOY about 
partying, being a star and 
watching an ilang-ilang 
tree grow. 


Pretty Young Thing 

Pretty Young Thing is one 
of the most successful 
female bands in the coun¬ 
try that does Asian and 
European tours, including 
of course being on the 
cover of Playboy Philip¬ 
pines last 2010 on their 
list of achievements. 


PLAYBOY Philippines's Favorite 
Women started in the 2011 
issue with our first ten. 

Starting out with Miss Saigon, 
Lea Salonga, Queen of All 


Typecast 

Emerging from the 
underground music 
haven, Typecast have 


For our first music issue in 2008, we featured Amber Davis 
- a MYX Vi and a hot solo sinoer with two hit albums to 




stalked their claim at 
the forefront of the 
scene with their unique 


Media Kris Aquino, 2010 Miss 
Universe 4 th Runner Up Venus 
Raj, Senator Miriam Defensor 


her name - on our cover. Raised in California, USA, Amber 
started early with her music by taking part in school 
productions of Bye-Bye Birdie and Grease. After debuting 




brand of aching sincerity 
and arresting melodies. 
The 2010 music issue 
gives you a look back to 


Santiago, Liza Gokongwei 
Cheng, Tessie Sy-Coson, 

Priscilla Meirelles, Angel Locsin, 
Mylene Abiva, Gina Lopez, 


on the Philippine music scene in 2006 with the album Feel 
Good Music, Amber took the industry by storm with her 
hit single, “Manila” and shortly after two years, blew away 




one of the bands who 
performed in the Rock 
the Rabbit on that year. 


Ladies of the Philippine Dragon 
Boat Team and Aubrey Miles, 
we have filled up our pages 
with a presentation of women 


PLAYBOY with her poses with a guitar and very little else. 


• with beauty and power. 
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m SAN LAZAkO 

yjr LtlSUkb PARK 

GOVERNOR’S DRIVE, BARANGAY LANTIC, CARMONA CAVITE, PHILIPPINES TEL. NO. 844.8344 



SANLAZAKO 


Manila Jockey Club 

INCORPORATE 0 

14TH FLR STRATA i TO 3LDC. 

F. ORTtGAS JR. ROAD. ORTIGAS CENTER 
PASIG CITY 1605. PHILIPPINES 


Taka Bfftmffinrmanii Exit tram $L£X 
Turn right on Governor's Drive 
Tom tett a! San L&ato billboard 


PH0r0GRAPHED8Y 

MEK0 MDNIIFAR 2011 


FOR MORE INFORMATION VISIT: www.manilajockey.com 
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PLAYMATE OF THE YEAR PHILIPPINE GALA ON NOVEMBER 14, 2012 / 8 PM AT THE REPUBLIQ 
FOR TICKETS AND RESERVATIONS, PLEASE CALL OR TEXT JOBIE 0917 (PLAYBOY) 
TWITTER.COM/PLAYBOY PH / FACEBOOK.COM/PBPHILIPPINES / WWW.PLAYBOYPH.COM 



